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Fbbeuart 114, 197& 



/^OME hither, noble sportsmen. 

That hate a Christmas score, 
And join the newest venture, 
Our Co-operative Store I 

The stake is a mere trifle ; 

No principles are fixed. 
But Whiggery, and discontent. 

Office, and muddle mixed I 

Out chairman is the good ' Hartington,' 
And on our board youll find 

Nanfrageous ' ChiMers' ' seftinanship, 
And ' Harcourt's' docile mind 
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I THE CO-OPERATIVE STORE. 

And ' ForstcT ' of the ' thousand schocds,' 

And ' Caldwell ' of the army, 
And ' Butt,' the mighty boaster. 

That nercr need aknn ye I 

And many a stout Hibernian, 

And many a Scotch ally, 
Cannier than Balaam's ass, 

Without her reason why. 

Besides, we're backed by veterans 
(Shrewd hands at small suggestions) ; 

* Lowe * the meek, and ' Gladstone ' 
Of the twenty-seven questions. 

And though we can't command him 

As often as we're wishing, 
' Bright ' declares bell help us, 

Whm he isn't gone a-fishing. 

All these have told us all they did, 

And much they didn't know ; 
And have promised fair to dry-nurse 

Our little toddling Co. 

Fbr when in bosinesB themselves, 

They had the gknons art 
To ^vtrify* OA every shoal 

That was upon the Chart. 

^Vtrify: To 'verify' on ■ sbfwl U, in the I«iga«ee cd'theR.V.S. 
Vkcht Squadion, lo Mceitain Iti existence, not only on the chait, but bf 
the penoiuJ experience of hanging there till the next tide come to youi 



THE CO-OPERATIVE STORE. 

Then who so fit as they to give 
Advice that sound and tme is, 

On parc'lling land or office out, 
Or buying shares in 'Suez?' 

Good people aO, we pray you 

To lend a willing ear ; 
And we promise you a dividend 

Ere Chiirtmas be a year. 

Those old-establiBhed Houses 
That now get all your money. 

Are but a set of greedy drones 
That batten on your honey ; 

While we desire to give you 
yiottefs worth in all its senses, 

With just a little trifle 
Deducted — for expenses. 

Thra leave these stale establishments, 

Dry^otten to the core I 
And let us hope to see you 

At our new Saint Stephen's stwe 1 
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V Friends, — 

In these i^es the devil's «t work, 
In the silly employment of helping the Turk ; 
Though 'Tuicophil Lufsad! (oace the ptide>of the Whigs) 
Says, *He don't see his 1 my to refonning mch pigs;' 
And Lord Salisbuty (nady enough taadvJse !Km) 
With no lucky sijipences erer supplies 'em. 

Holy Russia has triamphed, and Engtand looks small. 
With her commerce and credit both gone to the wall ; 
Lord Beaconstield's baffled, the Mlnlsoyg beat— 
If they don't see it now, next election theyTl see't ; 
And yet William Harcourt, and Gladstone the good. 
Are by ' Jingo ' majorities ever pooh-poohed. 

How diffVent a tale had been mine to relate 
If we ' peace-at-all-price ' men had governed the State, 
And wisely put off for this suffering nation 
The day of account till the next generation ! 
We had never sent forth to the Island of Cyprus, 
Catching fevers in marshes unwholesome and snip'rous, 

The pick of our soldiers ; but quartered our hosts 
Where a hero may sleep in a bed with four posts, 
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SIR WILLIAM HARCOVRTS SPEECH. 5 

Besides, Mr. Biasscy has said tis a fiiice, and all 
'England can do will not make it an arsenal !' 
I wish ve weceM, were it oriy to teiidftr, 
As we did at Corfu, its iimmediate surrender. 

With wrong weapons thej^ve fought, and they've fou{^t the wrong 
And Russia has had much tlie-best of the-fiay. [way, 

She's commissionoct by Hwven, thongh.in terms ruber vague ; 
And I cannot account for her having Che plague. ' 
A little sagacity, prudeiKK^ wA [duok,. . 
Had reversed the position— tmt, then, we've no lu<i. 

For a ' once^-year ' speech on the Lord Mayor's fool's day, 
Carries twice the couvictiaii of all we can say, 
And leaves us the butt of these vofries of jollity. 
Twitted with ^ure, and chafied with 'fiiyolity.' 
Apropos of * Jii^^ocs,' one asked, — By-the-by, 
Wh^ is meant by the word ? To explain it III try. 

Tis a blatant vulgarian, a swaggering chap, 
Who thinks to prevail by loud words and clap-trap ; 
Fussy, pushing, and brawling — not modest like me, 
With a tongue dropping sweets like the labouring bee ; 
But a braggart, a bully, a nuisance to all,' 
Ostentatious in pubUc, and stingy in halL 

A fellow that's come into fashion of late — 
You all know the man ! He's no brjuns in his pate ! 
In a word — (I'm the first to tell this to the nation) — 
He's addicted to stucco and cheap decoration. 
And if ever, perchance, he invite you to dine, 
He gives you tough cutlets and Gladstone's sour wine 



D,o,t,7cdb/ Google 



6 SlJf WILUAM JiARCOURrS SPEECH. 

But never mind 'Jingoes ! ' thor day is gone by; 
And the Cabinet too — ' you bet ' that will soon die ! 
Though ' majorities ' make it (thus England is sold), 
By the wiser ' minorities ' quite uncootroll'd. 

There's another war, too, which is fiill of hard knocks. 
That they've spnmg on us now like a Jack-in-the-box. 
Pray, what more do we i 
To prove that he was all 
And what is our duty ? 
And finding him out, lea 

The Russians, whoV 
And anns, in our day, ei 
For apostles of Freedom 
And I'm heartily uck of 

Meamrfiile, our tradi 
Free Parliaments ? — No 
'Tis a system of state-era 
And unless, next electioi 
I shall say — and I think 
VuU dedpi populus, deHp 
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PART THE FIRST. 



JOHN Davu toolc'd Up, John Davis look'd down, 
' And how shall I be the talk of the b>wn ? 
Dust in the eyes of the Public fling ? 
Frighten the bettors and clear the Ring ?' 
So he look'd for a. gentleman pleasant and stout, 
And another gentleman pleasant and thin ; 
And he bade them put on the looks of a lout 
Whose mother is scarcely awa« he is out 
Stealthy and stiU they provt'd about, 
For he sent a ^ant coirmussion out, 

And the layers' voices grew weaker and weaker, 
As they laid the odds ogainst ' Frederica.' 

The layers look'd up, the layers look'd down, 
And shrewdly guess'd themselves ' done brown.' 
None had escap'd — the very best men 
Had hdd the odds at thousands to tea 
There they stood in groups ^hast, 

Knitting tbor Imiws, and twirling theii thumbs, 
As thrdugh their raiiks the cowple pass'd 
Like a SitoCco's withering blast : 
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JOHN DAVIS.— PART I 

They grumbled uid whisper'd, and eagerly ask'd, 

' How long is this curst rush to last 7' 
And here and thoe a bolder ipetker 
Said, 'What the Dickens ia Frederict?' 

Then 'the man in the street,' ' the man in the stiec 
As pleasant a man as a man can meet, 
A man of general infonnation, 
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JOHN DAVIS.— PART I. , ii 

M^hen the party came back, the party came back, 
Their jokes had turn'd musty, thdr courage grown slack ; 
They folded the aims of sheer vexation 
Over the bosom of contemplation, 
And they said to John Davis, ' Bless your heart ! 
Here's a pretty kettle of fish I 
YoaVe made the mistake, and we feel the smart : 
Before the horse you have placed the cart ; 
I-chabod ! all our glories depart — 
The ' flier's ' not worth a gooseberry tart I' 

And the takers' voices grew weaker and weaker. 
As they took the odds about ' Frederica.' 



Tliit wu written befbie the great ' Coldtcnick bobble ' lud urivtd 
Kt iti greateit expannon, and if (he author bad carried out hi* opinion 
he would have been a better piophet and s much richer man. 

The Deibj was won in a canter by ' AtUta,' one of the best honei 
that ever ran for any of ill 'renewali.' 



D,o,t,7cdb/ Google 



aotm 9>iOi9. 



D,o,t,7cdb/ Google 



JOHN DA VIS.—PART II. 13 

Then this little nag was tried as ne'er was horse besid^ 

With a couple of impostors or so, so, so ; 
He beat them at a stone, and gallop'd in al(»ie, 

And everything went merry for a ' go,' ' go,' ' ga* 

The public now grew queasy, and felt itself uneasy. 
And Rumour's hundred tongues went rattle, rattle^ mttle ; 

And those who went to see him ciiedi ' Bless me ! can this be him ? 
Why, he's easily the phoenix of cattle, cattle, cattle I ' 

The party, too, look'd bladi that stood against ' the crack,' 
And reckon'd themselves (lone to a turn, turn, turn ; 

But long before he near'd ' the Corner,' it a|^>ear'd 
That his natiu^ position vns astern, stem, stem. 

Then 'Attila' came forth, the wizard trfthe North, 
To emulate the progress of the Hun, Hun, Hun ; 

While the dark mix'd masses shout, and Caftain White roars out, 
* Oh I give him but a pull and he's won, won, won 1' 

Then this litde man and nag, with bt^igage and with bag, 

Troop'd off, being wnmg to a tittle, tittle, tittle; 
And all the world declare that this very clever pjur, 

' Never yet in all their lives look'd so little, little, little.' 



■ Captain WMtii Captain John White, well known at Mellon, and celebcatcd 
not only for his bard-riding propensities bat ibi hii Stentorian voice. 
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'LTow are the mighty &llen 1 
■*^ The last to hedge, the : 
Who trade in sums they never 
And bet, and trust that all wQ! 
Where is the confidence that ! 
Tis vanish'd as they shout, ' C 
The voice of thousands buz^d 
The circling pigeons bore it A* 
The gloomy Comer felt it on i 
When man, for his misfortune 

Man is a biped — gullible *! 
By horses, asses, or a ' South-! 
Study the one thing needful tt 
And since the truth is humdru 

'CtUrtmtk't beat I' 'Cotdienicl 
' Frederic!.* He ww fint introduc'd i 
before the Derby of 1S41 as tbe Fredei 
nntil he was called after his owner. Mi 

He wag made (he medium of a gi 
Dtmo*t lecrecj and duplicity, even aft 
No tuch scare was ever heard of on tb 
was, to drive all their opponents into I 
and to put the mone]' into the pockets 
quenccs were ditutroos. 
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THE SETTLEMENT. i; 

Nor lie with diffidence E-^mankiiMl bdore 

Has swallow'd dirt, and still iinds room for more. ' 

H<^ only be, shall nile the world at will. 

Who, when nnall villains &lteT, lies on still. 

Great is the day on which we fi^t or many, 
The day on which Whig Ministers miscarry. 
The QuaIte^day, — the day when we beseech 
The House's patience for our maiden speech. 
Ckeater the day irtwn ' Ooriing'a ' card displays 
The running horses to the puMic gaze. 

Here, groans a man from Chester fresh, and dieese. 
That 'Auckiaad'i ' waning fortunes fail to [dease ; 
There, gazing on the ground and sick at hearty 
Stands one who hears ' Canadian ' does not start ; 
And Authra on behold a quiet lot. 
Who pin their fiuth on ' Attila ' and ' Scott' 
Whilst all around ' Coldrenick's ' party laugh. 
And bet and chaff, and bet ag£un and chaff. 
Or, pohtic ' old Forth ' the Ring befools 
V^th wondrous ' Policies ' and ' Golden Rules.' 
In truth the scene is passing strange and rare 
To him who has no book or interest there ; 
But on the man that scarcely dares to look 
On this great finish to his ' two-years' book,' 
The eriflii^ pkasantries of which I'm writing 
Have an effect a little too exciting. 



'Atuklaid.^ Thii aDd the following are ni 
minent bvomlla for thai feai'i Derb^. 
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l6 THE SETTLMMENT. 

The ground is clear'd r The Public has been staVd 
Into its place, — policemen have bthav'd 
To satis&cdon of *In!^)ector Hay,' — 
As all the papers chronicle next day. 
A dog's been hunted up and down the course, 
The worthy cleik has halloo'd himself faoane. 
And little g»demen have twice desii'd 
Tall ones to take their hats c^— and reqoii'd 
Their cards and so on — and receiv'd a chdl 
Answer which sent them posting to the X)eviL 
Silence at last, more terrible than death, 
Checks the life's blood and stifles in the breath. 
Now kxA around, philosopher, and scan 
A feaiAil page in the dork book of man I 
Behold the passions uncontroU'd display 
Fear's sinking glance, and hope's excited play ; 
And fierce despair, and undissembled pain ;— - 
Thorns ever rankling in Hie paths of gain. 
Di^uise is up ! the painted mask's flung by I 
Tongues ^out no more, and looks no longer lie. 

They come t they go I 'tis orer I Which has won ? 
< Coldrenick 7' Nol God btecs.me, tis'the Hun t* 
Rushes the Public from each loftier place 
From which it saw, or tried to see, the raco. 
The breathless groups on every side increase. 
And push and struggle with the *New Poike! 



'New AHei.' At thu date, and for manjyean aflerwaidi, the fbice 
inanguialed by Sir Robert Peel, which nip«Med«d the 'oMChMlia,' 
went b; the name of 'die New Poliee;' vm^ • the Bobfaiei.' 



THE SETTLEMENT. 17 

But time and heat at last dissolve the bunch, 
Some seek the Coatiiient, aod some thor lunch. 
The corks fiy whizzing o'er the thirsty plain, 
And gurgling botdcs scatter ic'd champagne. 
While wondrous tales go round of gain and loss, 
With lavish praises of the winning hone. 

So &r 'tis well I and might continue pleasant. 
Were there no future to alloy the present 
The air seems heavy with disastrous news. 
For where some win, a number more must lose 1 
Before the Race 'tis hard to make this out ; 
But when they come to settle, there's no doubt ! 
Behold those folded arms, those sorry faces, 
Those aspects shorn of their accustom'd graces. 
Those eager groups that whisper words of fear, 
And facts they know for certain, say — ' they hear 1' 
So general the blow, so rude the shock. 
Most bets are w(»th no more than Spanish Stock. 
And, first, industrious Rumour's tongue reveals 
A fat defaulter in. the name of 'Seala.' 
Avaunt, ye scoSiers, nor aff«ct surprise I 
Men still exist the slaves of tender ties, 
Who nobly iKam disgrace in every shape, 
So that their harmless babes and pelf may 'scape. 
At Honour's heels a father's duties tread — 
He must not rob his family of bread. 

'Bralet.' Tbii gcntlemui luil'd bota Cambridge, and was in a 
laige wa; of buiineiB in the coal [rode. He nevec paid, but retired, 
with (omeexpretsioos of virtnou* Indignation, from a muket which was 
doa'd to him. 

VOL. 11. C 
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l8 THE SETTLEMENT. 

Strange duit in all niy dsae I nerer heard 
Of winnen for their &milies one word, 
But should ' his touts ' be wronfg or pmson bfl, 
And the best h<Mse'8 lucky star pFerail, 
Then die good fiuher roahes fiwth and locks, 
With virtuous key, the children's money-box. 

Enouf^ of him — enough, and far too much, 
Of him and his de&ulters, and all such. 
Yet, let them pause I for many such there be. 
And do their best, and struggle to be free. 
A willing spirit, like the widow's cruise, 
Supplies forbearance with a fresh es:u$e. 

Whence, then, was all diis circulating shame t 
This foul attaint on dearest Honour's name ? 
Whence ? but because insatiate lust of pelf 
Blinded men's eyes to al) but dirty self. 
Twas quite enough to back the ' Stockbndge horse,' 
And winning follow'd as a dting of course ! 
If ask'd to hedge,— * It grieVd them much to say 
Their books were balanc'd, and they must say nay t 
They won by every horse— ^(ddtenick most t 
But still no loso- could approach die post' 
Talk'd into Lunacy one half the Bit%, 
Like cattle madden'd by a gad-fly's sting, 
Rush'd where ' John Davis ' drove, and found too late 
The great ' Coldrenick * could not win a plate ! 
They likewise found their clever selves let in — 
The only horse they lost by chanc'd to win 1 



THE SETTLEMENT. 

Wun'd by this chance^ let none, howerer fond, 
Combine theii atrength in anti^udpug bond! 
F(» to be plain, 'tis rather hard to iweep 
Other folks' money into one great heap. 
And sternly pocket every solvent fiuthin^ 
Leaving no choice 'twizt bankruptcy and starving. 
Let some more wholesome system now prevail 
To check the rogues who bet to win or &il ; 
So may the ' TutT be spar'd the costly shame 
Of Gumey's book, w Thornton's injur'd name. 
And courtesy obtain a wider sway, 
And prudence date from lame ' Coldrenick's' day I 



'Anti-kt^img bond' The paitiei to the plot are repofled lo hkre 
«nteT'd into an engagement not to hedge ; bat thi* bend waa put of the 
plan of the mostei knavei, who betraj'd IbeiT uibordinate*, and profiled 
greatljF by thdi own bnacb of Mth> 
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TO V ATES 

or THE MOKHING ADVERTISER, 

WHOSE VIOLENCE UNDER THE LASH 

HAS BROKEN OUT IN LETTERS 

WHICH HAVE INSURED 

TO THK nitST BDITIOH Of ' ThE RiNO' 

a rapid sale — 

John Davis dedicates a second; 

trusting 

that an edition 

CALL'D into EXISTENCE SY VAXES' 

IHPATIENCE or CORXECnON, 

UAV BE 

FURTHER KECOUHENDED 

BV 

HIS ORATUrrOUS ADVERTISEHENTS 1 
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PREFACE. 



To wiite Dpon a subject which is probably a seai'd book to 
a large portion of the Public, requires at any rate a few 
words of explanation, if not of apology. 

Racing, however, has taken up of late a position so 
[ffomineat in itself, ihat 'the Ring' and its affairs can 
scarcely now be said to be beneath the notice of the Public, 
although some persons pretend to decry the first as ' gam- 
bling,' and the second as ' roguery.' 

This Satire is not wslunteer'd by me, but is a necessary 
consequence of other people's absurdities. When they wrote 
the nonsense I complain of, and proclaim'd the absurdities 
I purpose to expose, they must have eiqtected, sooner or 
later, that condign punishment would be administered to 
them. A school-boy detected with his pocket full of a|^les 
oi^t not to feel more sure of a thrashing than ' Eimbuiy,'- 
'Aigus,' and 'Touchstone' of the severest casti^tion that 
words can inflicL 

It is not my wish to prevent any one &om guessing at 
'winners * of races, under any alias he may please to assume. 
Nay more, I am obliged to any person who will take the 
trouble of collecting racing informatioH which may be 
depended on, and of conveying it to the world ina modest 
if not an intelligible shape. Should this person combine 
the advantages t^aa agreeable style with a good judgment, 
and conect information, I read his letters with pleasure, 
thanking him for combining the ' utile dulce ' upon a dry, 
but to many an interesting subject 
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26 PREFACE. 

We shall, I think, find ounelva oblig'd to admit that 
the Public are more provided with knowledge on Racing 
subjects than is generally suppos'd, or else that nobody 
reads the prolix impertinences of which I complain except 
to laugh at them. I can hardly hope this last explanation 
to be the true one, since it is quite as unusual for a (fews- 
paper now-a-days to be without its ' foreign intelligence * as 
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PREFACE TO THE SECOND EDITION. 



But for the vinitenoe of the ' Proi^ts ' (with vhoK [sivilcges 
and juiisdiction it seems to have interfer'd most strangely), 
this Satire pn^bly would aever have seen a second edition. 
The culprits, however, have rais'd such a howl against their 
tonnentor, and have ' slander'd him so impossibly ' in their 
notices of his wo^k, that the author has thought it due to 
th^ Public, the Prophets, and himself, to reprint * The EUng,' 
copies of which were much enquii'd after, thanks to the 
patuitous advertisements of 'Vates and Co.,' who^ not 
content with one bout at the 'cart's tall,' immediately 
determined to earn a second. 

This little Satire has, in short, had more success than the 
author dar'd to hope forj which proves, in the first place, 
that the Prophets had become a real pest, and, in the second, 
that the whole body of the Tuif had become completely 
' fly-blown ' with their nauseous deposits. Scarcely a sin^ 
Newspf^per remain'd unsoil'd by these productions. Few 
sportsmen, and no sporting subject, escap'd their im- 
peitiaence. Insolence, outre-cuidance, ignorance, and libel, 
became the order of the day ; until at last they became less 
tolerable to an owner of racehorses than a plague of 
wasps, blue-bottle Sies, and such-like, to a grocer just set 
up in business ; and so they will remain, unless compell'd 
to change their manners. 
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An impudent London groom, who had lately been 
imported into the head-quarters of fox-hunting, being ask'd 
iriut he thoi^t of; 'the CottesmM'e ' (in Lotd Lonsdale's 
time), declar'd that he saw at once what was wanting. 
' They want,' said he, ' new hounds, new horses, and a new 
huntsman I The country's good enough.' Now this 
opimon, holpen a little by metiq)hor, expresses very nearly 
the ' Prophets' ' case. They want sense, tac^ and judgment : 
the business is good enough I ■ How they havfe conttiv'd to 
mar it by bad handling is a quarrel to be settled between 
diemselves and the PtibUc, whose name and authoiity they 
have habitually misUs'd, after FalstafiTs example in the 
matter of ' the Kii^i Press/ without; however, mEtking, as 
fa« did, 'six hundred and odd pounds '^ by their misdeeds. 

It is somewhat satisfactory to 'John Davis' to know 
that, dnce the appearance of his poem, there has been a 
mark'd improvement, and even an intonation to inodesty, in 
the tone of many of the writers on sporting subjects; whilst, 
on -the' other hand, 'the irreclaimable' have be«i driven 
kito tome of the most absurd complaints and ' miserable 
shifts of libel that rage ever suggested to imposture. This 
is as it ought to be. An improvement in the respectable, 
and "a fhrther M in the shameless, will help tb wid«i the 
distinction between such men as ' Judex ' and -•Vates.' 

, .Philo;Davir 
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PART I.— THE CLUB. 



|F aits and aims — and love — let others' sing ! 
Muse, trim ttiy wings and celebrate ' the Ring t * 

Not this the famous ting that long ago - 
Wreak'd Cannx's vengeance' an Romc^s stemert foe ; 
Nor this ' the Iting,' proud ' Castlemaine^^ ' xeratt, . 
Where ' Sedley * SBttater'd and irttne ' Mohun* fboght ; 
Not yet ' the Ring ' where BiitiA qonrage pliea 
The trade c^flatt'ning nose, and blac^'ning eyesl 
What 'Ring' then, prithee, is it? There's the rub ! 
1^ a community, lepabUc, dub I ■ 
A motley di^, at present without rales, 
Where wise men feed in public-^-upon foola ■ 
Go to Newniaitet^ there youV bear them roar 1 
Like Cross's liont' fed at half-pant fou' 
On shins of beef; but, lud^ beasts of prep,- 
Ho food didr mvenou^ aiipetites can stay. 

There Satan, touting from behind his ditdi, 
Beholds the fools grow poor and knaves wax ridi ; 
While Captain Armstrong rides the better hoiK, 
And needy nobblers chudde o'er ' a cross : ' 
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Or, for a change, the knowing ones stand in 

With some ' daric flier * meant at last— to win I 

There jockeys, trainers, Lords, and l^s, and bt^n, 

And Cambridge ' flats ' in villainous ctnrdnroys, 

Join in one shout that rends the pimang air : — 

'The Horse 1" The Mare !"A thousand!' — 'You've the Mare!' 

'A hundred on the Horse!' 'Say, five to four!' 

' In ponies ?' ' Fifties.' ' Done ! ' 'Again ?' ' No mcwe I ' 

Then ' Pedley' proffers, with transcendent loar, 

To bet six pounds to five — take six to four ; 

And ' CrtOch,' with ample betting-book pull'd out, 

Lays even money to some weak-lung'd lout ; 

While ' Crocky' niggles up in haste, to share 

The coming fortunes of the lucky mare. 

The odds are chang'd — the cat has jump'd at last ; 

The hone's luckless backers stand a^iaat. 

Tis not his day ! they see he's not the thing : 

And three to one goes b^ging round ' the Ring !' 

Oh, noblest vehicle of gain or loss I 
Misus'd, mismanaged, much-enduring hcvse I 
Tom from thy native sands to breathe an air 
As free and bradng, tbou^ perh^>s less iair. 
Child of the free 1 no slavish soil can trace 
Th' untainted lineage of the spotless race. 
It droops where Qrrants flourish ; let them rave I 
Ishmael's sole wealdi consorts not widi a slave. 



'CnUcX.' 'Clutch RobinMO,' a lame nuui, one of the threWderi 
ukl beaviert betttm of hi* ixf. 
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Midst crit^uig wife and trembling hinds forlom, 
Dwindles the produce of the ' Desert-Bom !' 
But here it thrives unrivall'd ; — far more fleet 
Our steeds, than all that ' Yemen's ' barleys eat 
Not those fam'd mates which er^ the Prophet bore. 
Nor those fierce steeds Achilles lash'd of yore, 
Nor all that ever spum'd Olympic dust, — 
Though sung by Pindar's self, and ta'en on trust 
By later ages, could compete with ours. 
For Bwiflness, courage, and enduring powers 1 

And what if knavish tricks and knavish art 
Partial dishonour to the turf impart ? 
Shall we give up the glory of our land 
At *BttMt^s' beck, and ' Joseph Hume's ' command ? 
Shall we protect die rogues, and punish none 
But those who've honestly and fairly won 7 
No 1 No I The English nation loves a horse. 
Adores a race, and likes a bet, of course. 

Come, then, old gentleman, assume your faat! 
Ill do the honours of ' Newmaricet's Flat I' 
There racing stands unrivall'd — not a blade 
Of bolder pass exalts its wither'd head 
To mar the velvet turf; no ' Stands ' are seen 
To court the crowd, — 'tis business we mean. 

With saddle strapp'd behind his dapper back, 
Whoomtersup 'the Heath' on pigmy hack? 

•Btrkthy$' itck. Maurice, fiiM Lwd ntiHvdlnce. 
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Tia ' Robinson,' or ' Chifiiey I '-^marit his seat ! ■ 

How 6nn yet graceful, vigorous but neat ! 

There's 'Chesterfield' and 'Anson,' 'Byng' and 'Payne/ 

'Peel,' 'Bowes,' and ' Stradbroke' in his cautious rein; 

'Jersey' and 'Beaufort,' 'Rutland' and his partner 

Th' adventurous 'Sloane,' 'Rous,' 'Orfbrd,' 'Greville,' 'Gardner,' 

' Exeter,' < Glasgow,' ' Maidstone,' and the might 

Of fierce ' Lord George,' much felt in ' Qui Tarn ' fight 

Now to the betting-post 1 What sounds are these 7 
Can peofde row with such provoking ease t 
See ' Pedley ' stand auspidous on tiie Pump, 
Clear his fine voice and give a warning thump ; 
While ' Hill,* in hoarser tones, assails the skies, 
And lesser 'Stentors' practise shriller cries. 
Ah ! if you love me, gentle bettors, be 
Content to shout in somewhat lower key! 
And roai, like ' Bully Bottom ' in the tale^ 
Hore like a sucking dove or nightingale. 
My ears are sensitiye, my voice. is low, 
Yet would I make a bet bdbieJ ga 

Tis dme, Sir I * HOI ' has book'd it I Round I turn 
And gallop off prepared the worst to learn ; 
And, sooth to say, my ' favourite ' shows a most 
Decided horror of the winning-post ; 
For if one does not, as they say, stand in 
With a good thing, 'tis rather hard to win. 
Yet, why denounce it all ? I've had my losses, 
Like ' Dogb«vy>' and dieer'd my winning horses. 
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The sTstem'i not inuiuiculate, no doubt ! 
But cleanse ' the Ring,' and kick ' Levanters ' out I 
Tis doubly hard to pay ' a nun of straw,' 
Whose next year's puise-strings no receipt can draw. 
But why denounce the sport which ' Grafton' lovei, 
And ' Spencer,' ' Portknd,' ' Albonarie ' af^roves 7 
Which kings establi&h'd, and the country's pridei 
Protest who may, will never lay aside. 
But must we hold the pitying hand for aye, 
Though bettors don't apolc^ise <a pay ? 
Shall ruffian 'And^non ' to Epsom sneak, . 
And stalk unkick'd, uncudgell'd for a week ? 
Shall rogues of every shape, and grade, and size, 
Unhang'dmp villainies, incarnate lies. 
Disport themselves as bravely as if willing 
To pawn their shirts and pay theii utmost shilling. 
While in ' the Ring ' some ' man of straw ' lays out 
T^r thousands still, and then levants next bout ? 
And in the courts of law their agents drive 
Actions ' Qui Tarn ' in dozens, and would thrive, 
, If ' Milner Gibson ' were but listen'd to : — 
But since we're safe till then — ' rassurons wus t 
Oh, ' Milner Gibson!' 'Milner Gibson,' oh I 
Why will you persecute poor w 



'AnJtritit,' 'Hewn. Andentm' and 'Beaks,' the one ■ public 
mSCT, the other a Cambridge coal-merchant, made themtelved at this 
tune cofwpcuotu by dcftolt. 

'ActisMi Qtd Tain.' Theie aclioni were revived hy a difip 
attonqr, and employ'd \>j waj of reprital^r the thievet. 
VOL. II. 9 
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Why vitt you nuke them pay on luch bad grotinds, 

And to such rogues-^^/^r hundnd themand pctmA f 

Look up your law 1 You want it We invent 

No novel couree, but steer by precedeat. 

I^w, cuBtom, equity, and sen$e with ub ; 

We care not though your wisdom make a ftiss t 

And you, too, ' Joseph 1' ever dropping on. 
Like the small stieam that wean the living stone > 
Give over cackling irtiere it serves no use ; 
Widt till the CaiMtol's attacked, goodgoioul 
Why will your meddling fingers always flht 
With sUppoy tricks, and sympathise with dirt ? 
So hoTs&racing's declai'd 'a game, or siHrngl' 
Not unlike thimble-rig, but more befitting 



' Fatir kwirtJ tMtmuMd foundt.' This wm the nun sought to be 
lecovei'd by thii Dovel applkation of the Act of Amw — one half to go 
to tbe puiih, tnd one to the iofoimei. Eveiy magnate of the tuif was 
■addled with nnmberless actions, at ttie caprice of the iDTcntor of the 
Kheme, and many weu a good deal frighten'd. The lognes, however, 
wete defeated, and the tablet tnm'd apon tbem by the Dnke of Kich- 
mond and Lord Palmeiston'i Act, which had the effect of cqmpletiiig; 
tbe rnin of the promoten (^ the * Qui Tam ' actions. 

'Gotdgoutl' 'Mr. Hume,' in otieof hii speeches, compaT*d Um- 
«etf to the geese of the Capitol and their nies. Painten are not <^en so 
happy in drawing theii own portriiU. 

'A gone, or lUtiHg.' It was detennin'd by the bewigg'd imdcNn <A 
tbe Bench that bone-racing came within the Act of Anne, inasmuch as 
it was a 'Gamt' or '^Sittiiig' cafat^ of beinf play'd at tbe Groan 
Poiter's l«dge in the aeveol 'SjsjiI Palaces. Oh 1 ingenioos petrerte w 
of comuMn sense 1 superior to the vulgai acqtfmraentt of reading, 
wiitii^ and undetatanding 1 How ihall any Farlianieiit, however 
divinely gnidad, nuke Uw« which jon, and mh m tm, will not 



PART I.— THE CLUB. 

The digni^ of Courts and places royal, 
And much pUy'd at St. James's bjr the loyal. 
Queen Anne, were she alive, would mp out ' Fudge I' 
To such a reading, and unwig the Judg& 

Go on. Lord Gtorgt! youi Etrii^[ent rules extend 
Through all the land, the sportsman's truest friend ; 
With head to plan, and hand to cany out 
KnaT'iy's complete discomfiture and rouL 
Though bsnknipt ' Andersons ' may wreak their sjute 
In ' Qui Tam ' actions, Hue men know you're dg^ I 



intCTpFet by contnuUctoriei. tuid defeat by l^al quibblei, that mwt, 
tooneioi later, bringTctothe pUce when the Father of *iidi mooitiout 
pcneraioiu hcJcb lus sittiiigi in Banco? 

'Lord Gtrrgt.' Since Ihii wai wiittco. Lord George Benttnclt, 
hanog cleaiu'd the AofpttXi (table, defeated the ' Qoi Tam ' ropie^ 
and diadplin'd lacing in all it* braochM, hai ntir'd froM tht tuf. Let 
Bi hope, not for evei. 

It ii not loo much to uy of him that he has created tAciag u it now 
i>> Hii ad^tatiMi of tlM nn to ncinc piupoM*, liis proaecntiDii of all 
npKt, and the obttmacf with which he hunted them down, liit 
telq;raph, And the impetui he gave to stakes and handicapa throoghont 
tlie iungdom, Iiave piodoc'd ai great a change ai Augustus when li^ 
faund Rotne brick and lefi it marble. 
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PART 11— THE PROPHETS. 

' With eyes thai hardlf lerv'd at most 
To ^de thdr ovf ner 'gainst a post. ' 

T*t ChMmeUen. 

t? TAND forth, ye Prophets ! from the Grab Street dens, 

Where brainless folly nibs Sibylline pens 1 
Hold up your inky hands, and let us see 
Who, in the name of Heaven, our wise ones be ! 
The Court is set, and pillory and whippii^ 
Await the mightiest soothsayer caught trij^i^. 

Years have gone by, alas ! since * Judex ' writ, 
And smarten'd common sense with sterling wit 



'Jtidtx ' vitU. ' Judex * wai the first who attempted to discuss the 
merits of horses in the dail; papers. Eicellenl ti be was, both in 
jndgmetit and style, he has much to answer fcH-. Without his success, 
we had never heard of the swarm of prophets and quack doctors of the 
Turf that now infect every newspaper ttlie TVnwr excepted) with nwi- 
lense foi which a ichool-boy should be whipp'd, and a man put into a 
itndt waiitcoaL 

{There were manj guesses and surmises as to who ' Judex ' was. 
Some CMllidently asserted that the letters were written by a learned 
judge (Martin) firom inibimation fdniish'd from the best quarters, but 
all Agreed that they were the work of a very able man. Many years 
aflerwudi, it came out that they were written by Mr. Jeremiah Ives, a 
man who made a large fortune by bettii^, and wm universally Icnown to 
be one of the shrewdest and best-inform'd speculators (rf' bis day.) 
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Shrewd in his judgments, classic in his style, 

Unhir"*! by 'black-legs,' uninspir'd by bil^ 

His essays pleas'd, like Walton's, those who laugh'd 

At the quaint mysteries of the fisher's craft' 

One day they ceas'd, — for 'Judex ' had resign'd 

The Prophet's occupation to the blind. 

And his success, or more, the zest he left, 

With racing appetites of food bereft, 

Sent out an ' Arkful ' of prodigious shapes. 

Our daily pests, lamented 'Judex' apes. 

Now ^Pegasus' adapts his wings to fly. 
Now hobbles forth decrepit ' Bunbury ;' 
Tlie ' Early Village Cock ' from Middleham crows, 
And ' Miles's cunning in&nt ' blows bis nose. 
'By ' Touchstone's ' copious nonsense scarcely match'd, 
'Argus ' picks conquerors from horses scratch'd ; 
And all combine in futile rage to drub 
With verbal bangs th' appeal'4ess 'Jockey Club.' 
Each comes prepar'd with yet another plan 
For reinstating quick that ' good young man,' 

' Pigasui.' ' P^awu,' Che best of the preseot Propheti, writet in 
■ Bell's Life in London.' He will be coniineiuled in Che coufse of thii 
inqoiiy. ' Bunbuiy,' the mosC self-Buffident, twaddling, and impertinent 
of them, occii{n«$ on Mondftys, throughout the teaion, thiee tiieiome 
columns of the ' Morning Hecald.* He will be almost fl>y'd alive before 
the 'Satirise' has done with him. 'The Euly Village Cock' and 
'Miks's Bof' ate Cwo minor piopheta, occupyii^ holes Mid comen 
in the ' Sunday Times.' 'Toochslone ' fills up the gap made by the 
diionissal of ' Votes ' from the * Era.' He is a vei; heavy prophet. 
' A(gus ' occupies Che place of 'Judex' in Che ' Morning Post.' He must 
be the mo£t impudent of his Ciibc, or he would wriCe wich a, little 
more difiidence, considering whose succestoi he it. 
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For whom the peoGive Public ugheth ever, — 
* He was so blameless, and he ia ao derer 1' 

Each Journal now (expensive luxuiy I) 
Maintains its shallow-pated 'Sanbury;' 
But that old driv^ing ' Grandmainina's ' own shelf 
Groans with the twaddle &ther'd by hiinsel£ 
There, in hei acre-age, combinatioD sweet, 
His pertness, blindness, and bad Eng^iob meet ; 
Fonnbg together such a heavy dish 
That the dull Editor finds nought to wish. 
Return, thou blockhead I to some 'Wackfind's' nilet 
Gulp brinstOD'd treacle at a ' Yorkshire School I' 
Clear out thy brains, thy body, and thy s^le 1 
Let's hear no mwe of ' Bunbury ' — save his miU. 

Next'Argus'comesj so oft they've cau^t him sleeping. 
His hundred blinking eyes the loads aie sweeping. 
In most ^proptiate mockery tiansfierr'd 
To caudal-end of Juno's strutting bird. 
Why, man, your wise ' informant ' needs must wait 
On Friday night, for news, at Hanwell's gate ; 
Such random hhs, such wishy-washy clatter. 
Should constitute, methinks, a hopeless ' hatter.* 

Discarded 'Vates,' one short word with you I 
Worse, and yet better than the other two. 

'Save Ail milt.' The Buntxiiy mile at Newmulcrt, nam'd afta 
Sb Charles Bunbury. It is 7 fbrlongi and 196 yard* in kogth, and 
finiihn at the winning-post of the Round Coane. The 'Moraine 
Hetald'i ' Preset hai done well to affix the Bane of tbi* cmel inik, ta 
hii cniel, stapM letten. 
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IVe heafd It «rhiq>a'd-— lliotm^ yam ' pidc's ' not b&d, 
Your style's ioiineness drives the te&der mad. 
And well I niind, in (Uts of 'Auld Long Syne,' 
JBre CrocUtvd gare up ' hazard ' to mix irine ; 
And left his books and «cl)ein«s of gain to go 
Where no one cues to follow him — ' below.' 
That reverend senior grinning, us'd to say : — 
'Vel, Sill so "Wayts" is wioogagin to-day I' 
From this I argue that he thou^t your sf^ete, 
{Though right for once in ' Phosphorus's yeaxj 
Lay more in ' quill-driving ' and spatrow-ccUching, 
Than Epsom racii^, or Newmarket matching ; 
And him in shrewdness none could ovetreach, 
Not the old Usurer of the ' leather-breech.' 
Beddes, you babble about mutton-cht^s. 
Describe the road, the weather, and the crops ; 
Detail your journey there and back again. 
And the smaU grandeurs of a first-class traia 
Beda-ub the Chester handicaps with pialse, 
And thank the Cestrians for four pleasant days j 
Cut jokes more dreary far than Cumbria's waste, 
Combining vulgar words with vulgar tasK, 
And pun and puzzle, and then pun again. 
Till all attempts to follow you are vaiiL 

What bird and beast are these? A 'bumpkin fowl,' 
And a sad hound — too well I know his howL 
Knee 'twould be waste of dme and toil to flog 
With any English scourge 'Joe Mu^ns" dog, 
I hereby charge thee, ' Mug^ns,' to provide 
A. Russian knout for his most callous hide-; 
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See that the tap'riog thong and wcll-chevr'd lash 
Might serve Czar Nicholas himself to thrash 
A patriotic Pole, or restive Nun I 
While Greelc Arch-hishops bless Muscoviait tm. 
Muzzle him, too 1 the moon-behowHng Qrke I 
And let all ' Josephs ' serve such curs alike. 

Nor must thou croir snnodc'd on, thou queer 
Usurper of the name Chanticleer ! 
Early thou art, and early let us see 
The cooking of such noisy fowls as thee I 

But midst this sweeping censure, shall we grudge 
His meed of well-eam'd praise to one good judge. 
Who though he tickle not our ears, the while, 
With all the pleasant point of Judex ' style. 
Tempers his racing knowledge with sound sense. 
Decides mth care, and writes without pretence ? 
Then ' Pegasus ' accept the tribute due 
To the sole ' Pn^het ' that is often true. 
Not thine to threaten 'Bunburys dinner feat,' 
Nor swear a horse was poison'd if he's beat. 

' Bunbur/i dinntr feat.' Buehui;, »ftei afaoul two columm of 
nonsenle, in which he laJks of Ihe Turf in its ' (licapital attributes,' and 
sayi it ii 'extremely like Cerlierus ;' disposes of ' Q«rmoiit'i' chance 
for the Newmarket Handicap aftei the following light and aiiy bshion : 
' His owner, pliun'd ty his last performance in the cobbler city (North- 
ampton), flies Aillr Aather'd over all the field bat Sling. If 1 were 
prone to bettii^ I would lay live millions to ooe sovereign against him. 
His worthy owner (Mr. Gregory, M.P. for Dublin) looks on him throng 
his Northampton spectacles as the winner. 1, taking another view of 
hi) nerils, declare, that if he win 1 will eat him, head, tail, saddle. 
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Not thine to hint at wondiom complots known 

To none on eaith but ' Pegasus ' alone. 

Not thine to blow thy penny trump next day, 

With — ' Weren't we right ?* and see ' Sjmop^s,' piay ! 

Tis true, as sure as * Bunbury's ' a Prophet, 

His choice runs thircl and no one thinks ought of it ; 

But had the other ns^ been sick, or dead, 

Or left at home, he had run first instead. 

Thou muddle-headed noodle fear to write, . 

Lest I nib one more pen and crush thee quite. 

Thus far, good ' Pegasus,' accept my thanks 
For sense unspotted by prophetic pranks. 
Yet are there bones to pick 'twixt you and me, — 
' Horses are not the Public property t' 
l^e Public never paid a single farthing 
To keep an owner or his horse from starving : 
The Public bet, tout, bother, and forestall. 
And if they bum themselves the Public squall. 
And so they ought, and serve them right : they look 
Through every pj^e-full of an owner's book ; 



jock^, red stripes and alL' The horse won in 2 cinter by two lengthi, 
and the Metn^ioliUn Handici.p at Epsom a few weeki iMei. So much 
for Bimbiiiy ! 

'Herttt are ntt Ikt publit froptrty' The reited intcml of the 
public ID the hone it pleaiei them to back, ii perhaps Ibe most indeicD< 
ubic poiitiM) ever taken op b; the ' Pren ' and the ' Propbett.' How 
the; get at it I know not ; but until tbey can «bow that five hundred 
individiials can acqune a ricfat collectively which belongs to ttone of 
them separately, it would be leally kind of ihcm lo denit fnnn icpie- 
senting gentlemen's horees ax ' public property ; ' because Ihey have 
been back'd, al their own peril, by Meuri. Tomkitu and Smith. 
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Glower o'er hit ihcHilder u he writes a bet, 
And if not tall enouf^ the FuMic fret 
And this is leckon'd decent 1 — * bjr these bUts,' 
A man should bet, Ux aesxttf, on stilts. 

But not to ' Pegasus ' will I concede, 
Nor any one, nor all the Seen t^eed. 
Speak they their own, or more, the public mind, 
The powei they arrogate to loose and bind. 

Wth every prejudice, without regard 
To what they write, howe'ei unjust and hard, 
These saucy scribblers make our daily Press 
A noisy vehicle to claim redress. 
Should handicappers weight a friendly hone 
Five poimds too hi^ down drop otu 'Seers ' of course ( 
Each brags more loudly than his fellow ass 
That things are come to a prodigious pass I 
' That every man,' — t. e, themselves, — ' must feel 
Ih'tgusf, and sotmtking more, from head to heeL' 
< That henceforth ' paid officials ' are requifd.' 
By whom 7 The Public of unpaid ones tir'd? 

'IHval, gmJ Mmt&iMg m»r»,' ' Contt not load but deep wen 
■howei'dapaa tbehuidfcappei' ('Monung Poat,' Ma; 31, 1847)1 ""^ 
•gun, ' Tlie nuniiei in wbkb Mi. GiOIt'i hones woe Heated (Ascot 
Handicap) hu excited ■ betiag iiiisimliil s ti oi^ei thu diigwl^ in ihm 
wnd of eteiy imbius'd (porUman.' ' BnnbnT,' too, m^ ' He coo- 
nden people ri^ttlf serr'd who submit tltot fmoptatj to Irre^uMiblG 
officieh.' Both of them biafiog bocantc the Handicippc* bas dit- 
appdoM a friend's cxpectatiMU, who had peAa^ been palliDg hit 
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PART II.— THE PROPHETS. « 

'That thia and that man lowers his high station. 
That this and that case needs investigation I' 
When will they de^ to legulate the taie 
Of Epsom salad-bowls, and p^eon-pies ; 
And tell bow many goosebemes per bottle 
Will brew champagne fit for a prophet's throttle ? 

And here I paus^ in angei mix'd with gne^ 
To gaze cm impudence beyond belieC 
Who made you judges, scurvy Prophets ? Who 
Wishes Turf matters to be rul'd by you ? 
You say, ' 7^ punisAment exatds tH effena;' 
You talk of enois in the pneterit tense : 
You point triumphant to his late career 
Who vron the ' Oaks ' and ' Derby ' both, last year ; 
The ' Derby ' this — the Vase, the Cup— and say, 
'The 'Public' asks, and will have back John Day 1' 
Your threat, ' the ' Public,' has a right to know 
The evidence that cast him,' — be it so. 
I dare to promise (should his friends advise) 
The goodly budget yet shall greet your eyes ; 
But much I beg you in your zeal to pausc^ 
Lest it for ever damn your dienf s cause. 
Your bullying tone and ill-judg'd violence 
Have still been ezerds'd at his expense ; 

' nU ftmiiAmaU txctait Ih' tfftma^ The cuiioiu are tdcTr'd to Ibe 
worki of the PropheU in general on thit bvoorite lalject, the excluncm 
of Mr. John Day, jnn., from Newmailiet, by ocder of the Jockey Club ; 
which ordet hat been reidnded unce thote venei were written. My 
reinaiki, however, ue just as ■pi^<Able u ever lo the meriti of the 
c*se ; and he owes little oi nothiog to the clumsy eSbiti of these genlle- 
ncn ID his bvooi. 
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The ' Sunday Tima ' has thunder'd at his cost ; 

In ' Bell's ' high-pressure he was faiily lost ; 

And each time ' Vates ' clears his throat to bray, 

Oi ' Bunbury ' blusters, throws him back a day. 

A word, then, in your ear, — he serves him best 

Who holds his tongue, and lets time do the lesL 

Yet must I hold it for a deep disgrace 

To those who gave such rampant libels place ; 

The Editors who did not fear to lend 

A hand to falsehoods that might serve a &iend, 

And still contrive, in spite of every hint. 

To make the nauseous case a theme for print. 

We've seen our 'Prophets' now, before the Judge, 
Strai^tforward 'Clarke' has prov'd their witchcraft fudge. 
Lef s view them after, when their brains are cool, 
Faint from their struggles on the ' Pythian stooL' 

How smirking still I how Aill of ' quips and cranks I' 
How glibly swallowing editorial thanks ! 
For every glaring failure they produce 
A valid reason, or a good excuse. 
On ' ifs and ands ' they raise a goodly pile. 
And milt up poisons in ' Tophana's ' style 
Which make nags safe, yet leave no trace behind 'em. 
And bafHe ' Faraday ' himself to find 'em. 

Then out blurts ' Bunbury,' — * It now appears 
' Red Hart ' was poison'd for the race, — his ears 
Droop'd low instead of pricking up ; his tail 
(A sure criterion, too, when horses ail) 



PART J I. —THE PROPHETS. 

HuDg listless to his houghs — the horse iras ill ! 
And ' Bunbury ' knows who made and gave the pill. 
Dost thou, good wiseacre ? Then tell ' John K«it,' 
That hint were better than thy best lament 

This mare's nest found, the jolterhead proceeds 
To compliment himself on his great deeds. 
' Right in four races out of five I How clever ! 
And half-a-dozen matches,' — did you ever ? 
Mem. for the first hs picks them out in baidus; 
And wisely takes them both for choice in matches. 
' Refer to letter ! ' Welcome Stakes : ' we said 
' Miami ' first, but ' Red Hart ' won instead. 
Now diis, of course, was what we meant — just so ! 
It isn't every fool knows what we know.' 
But not content with ordinary tropes, 
Impressive ' Bunbuiy ' with the ' marvTlpus ' copes. 
And solemnly condemns to mastication 
A horse, for winning 'gainst his regulation. 
Not ' Ugolino ' gninching o'er his skull. 
Nor * Tarrare ' scrunching rots, a prison full. 



' PUltt littH eul in baiehts.' Ascot Hunt Cop. Sjnopiti of pn>- 
Ivible Tcsulti : — Winnei, eithn 'Travener' (jVlj9. it wu notoriom 
*l the time of writing that Ihii hoise would not itait, r«t * Bnnbuiy ' 
wuQotAWKieofitt), 'Wood Pigeon, G>bbler,oiWKrE^Ie.' Thiiii 
> pxd aaraple of picking winnen out in batches. 

* Tarrort scrwKhing rati' There was a French prisoner of wit, 
in Napoleon's tiaie, of (his name ; bat possibly it m» a nickname. At 
■07 n>te, I beaid a gentleman, who saw him, skj, that he not onlj 
w« m the habit of clearing off the rats and mice, besides his ratiotis and 
all the scraps lemaining ovw Irotn the rest of the prisoners, but hinted 
thai be bad moie than once eaten haman flesh on the field of battle. His 
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Nor any cBnnibal th^ ever took 
An i4)pettsing glance at Captain Cook, 
Competes with him who, spite of Dublin's groani^ 
Decides on polishing pooi ' Ciennont's ' bones. 
Such equine banquets oui roost beef-fed Ue^s 
Have often shudder'd at in famous sieges ; 
But never dreamt, as yet, of hone for dinner, 
Because ' the chestnut fool ' came in a winner. 
And after this disgrace did ' Bunbuiy ' dare 
To face it out, and biave the Public stare 7 
Did ' Grandmamma ' turn off her household Seer, 
Rescind his pcmiy-a-line, or stop his beer? 
Or did she, of his hits no longer vain. 
Deny her bantling space to scrawl again ? 
Oh, no I the dear old lady loves a joke. 
And cuts one, too, as well as other folk ', 
And rather from ' a leader ' would she part 
Than miss the sallies of this ' h^t young heart,' 
So publishes next day a work from Babd, 
'Synopsis' hight, or ^ Bunimr^i time-taiU,' 
In which he makes the horses win by rule. 
And proves himself, with drcumstance, a fool. 

omplDUon «M that rA a aotpie, and then wu a contiaiial ckminj 
dMnponhiiikm. He yonld tatoiqrOiiog, >nd hi* appetite wm iwliahlc. 
^ Btmituj^t timt-toMe.' In 'BsntHur'a* own opiniaa 'tbe time- 
table' is decidedly hii Mio>g poinL It is almost rslndesi, in fact, and 
tot this TcasoQ. Good bcvses, bj lacing at each •ther, bring on the tug 
of vai cailjr, and the sUng^ over, the pace moderates ; vrheMax, 
platen vanctimei, by going a pace which they can nutain to the end, 
get ovci the coufse in the same time, or occauonally in less. It it the 
fight that makes the nce-hone, not tbe ati^watcb. The time-table, 
then, it at best cncUiiu and labotioua trifling, and I think that v«; little 
trnportsnce will e<rei be attach'd to it b; good judge* of lacii^ 
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PART II.— THE PROPHETS, 

Next babbles ' Touchstone,' ' Maiditont was hat ,• 
Twaa her companion, * Hero,* did the tad ! 
This, then, must reckon for a hit, for who 
Would stand on one where he might stand On two 7 

But who comes next ? why, ' Bunbury * again I 
And, as I live, in UgAf sarautic van : 
Abusit^ Hampton races, town, and steeple^ 
The 'Toy,' the* Hurst,' the river and tiiepet^le. 
The booths, the stands, ' zAA Faisona ' and his sport, 
And eveiything at Hampton but the Court ; 
And telling us, ' It wc^s him much annoy, 
To see the meadows where he roU'd a boy 



'Mtndicaiit mat btat.' The field for tbe Vtse <at Atcot) ww larger 
than I expected. The ' Duiebui; * put; pnfeiT*<] itarting ' Hero,' to 
oar[>ck, 'Mendicant,' — [TbuthOtn/i Kdretftcli«Hs ef Aitat.) 

'LigAi larttutit wm.' Smbur, In hii lettei of Jnoe 14, 1S47, 
■a^i : ' WonaeiXj (at the ncea on Moolaej' Hunt) there wu the fiihing 
of a hone and rider out of tbe liver, an item which we min now in 
common with the dinner * al Iresco,' and the large ilice of indigetfible 
cncnmbec which we woe wont to cat iqN» the gnMylMBki beneath the 
flowering chestnut! of Bnihey Paik, — pleanret now, alat 1 forbidden by 
* Mr, Velveteen,' tbe Park-keeper.' 

Wm there ever a iweeter description of Cockney feltdtr Indited ? 
But never mind, friend BmiUujr t if ' Mr. Vdveleen'* brief antbarity ' 
have IraUdden ' the chestnuts* and the ' bank,' it has also Inlerfcr'd 
with the indigestiUe cncDmber, asd enabled yoti to dispmae with the 
noctnnud knocking np of 'Mr. Fiat Hanstna,' the family apothecary, 
lAoae visit yon artfillly leave to mference alcoe. It may be a* well to 
niBKik, fattlm, that t)w eloquent complaliMUit 'Banbury' ntott be in 
dtehabit of cutttngnp cucnmbeis into large slices, likemeloua, InwUdi 
we- dife from htm. For th« ' Slake* at Hampton,' be Mys, 'tliat 
Gtoiy, if nuMit to win, will t* He then prc^besla the wiaawt of 
seven races, and is wrong in all. 
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In Cockney glee,' and then, ofcourse jHc-^ic'd it : 

' By keeper's suriy veto interdicted' 

Ah, bushel-headed brat I I see thee now 

Sprawl in a q>ot where late repoi'd a cow : 

While screams the niuse, and points to what she means, 

' Law I Master ' Btmbiuys ' dirtied his nankeens !' 

Adieu, then, * Prophets,' who from one deal desk 
Knock off the race, the road, the picturesque, 
The handicapper, owner, jockey, judge, 
Flatter a friend, pay off a secret grudge. 
Lecture on morals, feelings, honest}'', 
' 71u Tutfas 'tis and 'twas, and ought to be :' 
And twenty other themes, the more the better, 
In the dull compass of one vapid letter. 
Did ever ' Rabelais,' in wildest feat. 
Make stronger hotch-potch in one chapter meet ? 
Were crosser questions tn the * Sorbonne ' mooted, 
Or subtler points by ' Crichton's ' tongue disputed ? 

I underrate not mental throes and toU — 
I grudge no pence that pay for midnight oil ; 
I know that trouble is our lot : I feel, 
To write like ' Bunn ' is better than to steal. 



'7^ Turf at 'fit and 'Homi.' "The Turf m it it, it wu, and it 
ciu^t to b«,' ii the Ksqiupedijiui title of ■ woik br ' ToucbitMte,' 
which dnwU forth by nnmbers in the ' Era ' newip^wr. ' Foitiiuain 
Filami cantabo et nobile beUum,' it a modest promiie compwt'd with 
Touchstone's. Anyone who will wade thiong^ the fint Diimba, will 
(if a Mead) advise him to cut the test of it diort 
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PART II.— THE PROPHETS. 

I honour handidaAi, and craftsmen's pains, 

I clip no petmy-a-lin^s copper gsuns ; 

Yet I deny that folly so intense 

Host needs result from lack of cfMnnwHi sense t 

So here I ffing my ^ore, and warn these ' Seen,' 
Despite thdr gab, their impudence, and ean^ 
That no respect nor mercy will I show. 
To the dull firm of ' Bunbory and Co. ' 
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VART m^THE REJOINDER. 

No respect nor mercjr wfU I ihow 
To the doll firm of ' Bunbury and Ca r 

A VAST th«r« lailing Prophets 1 don't you know 
"^ That saueless slandeis only serve your foe ? 
No need of friendly voice to puff ' the King,' — 
Where such yells foUov there roust be « sting. 
Each pail of mud you scatter on the town 
Saves lum you toil to damage half-a-ciown, 
While you to fetch it, toil through sloughs unknown, 
To any other rancour than youi own ; 
Till, all defil'd by misery and mire, 
^^th you no scarecrow would exchange attire — 
Unless, beside yourselves and weeds forlorn. 
You place youi Prophet's salary in pawn. 

Bat here I sue for grace, and pause u time, 
For ' pawn ' and ' lom,' I hear you say, don't rhyme, 
No more than ' horse ' and ' loss,' or ' fool ' and ' rule.' 
So taught ' the Busby ' of your pet hedge-«chool — 
That worthy pedant who, with arm of lead 
And weight of birch, Infonn'd his pupil's head. 
And still survives to wonder at the &rae 
Of ' Bunbury's ' blunders, and of ' Vates' ' shame. 



PART Iir.—THE REJOINDER. 

How weak the censur^ and how dire the rage. 
That bids these nul throu^ mxccj s bitter page, 
Let honest men, who Either no dolf s gnid^ 
Still less a touting I^phef s ftenzy, judge. 
Foi those who now i^ainst my ihjroes declaim. 
Were once too glad to puUi^h what diey blame 
If I speak truth or not, let ' DowUng \tell 1 
At least he^£nd< the Ring's first part 'in 'Bell.' 
Now 'tis a little late, methinks, to find 
Tliat ' horse ' and ' loss ' don't jin^e to bis mind. 

To slur a quanti^, or force a rhyme, 
In Pope or Dryden, is a venial crime ; 
In poor 'John Dans' 'tis a sin too great 
For years of penitence to expiate ! 
And why ? Because his critics' tingling backs 
Yet writhe beneath his lash's fierce attacks ; 



'iHpoftorDrydtHjiiavaualerimt' We find, in *u cocuecutiTe 
lines of Pope's 'Em; on Criticim,' tvo rhyinei irtich are mote that) 
doubUnl:— ^ 

' High on Panusnu' top hei ions she '.jImmtM,' 
And piHnted out "Sbt aRlnons paths they ' trod ; ' 
Held frctn afu, aloft di' Inunorlalprixe. 
AndoTs'd the rest by equal Mep^ to rlae. 
Inst precepts thus from great examples 'given,' 
»ie drew from them irtnt ther dem'd from ' Heaven.' ' 
' GiTcn,' It would seem, rhrmes to * Heaven.' Was the great Essayist 
the on^nal projector of the fanmiite nursery phnue, 'Gradouilv-viial* 
in which <m 'Bin. Gampa' exptm nrptiie? After this, 'hone' and 
'Icss'maj pass. 

' In bsy apathv let Stoiia boast 
Their virtue bc'd ;— 'tis Sx'd as in a frost I' 

Seamd Efislle, 'Sueyea Mam.' 
I win multipt; no more examples from Pope, 'thrasher of dunces* 
■hoogh be be. Alijuando domUlat, AXtEoy^poc 0(M(3^, 

dyden, in 'Crmon and Iphigenia' (ooeofbis most liniih'd poems). 
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And not a < Picket ' now but hesn the crowd 

Xjui^ at his trade, and mock hU worics aloud ; 

Till, sick at heart, the poor wretch sig^ to leave 

The tattling world he can no mne deceirft 

* Where subject-matter is of sterlit^ stuff. 

Unstudied rhjnnes may senre us well awi^ ; 

Put when the thoughts are vague, and words are weak. 

Rhymes should not jar, nor halting verses crelk I ' 

I was prepar'd to meet a fierce assault, 

And lo 1 a doubtfiil rhyme's my greatest fiuik I 

X was pTcpar'd to see contrition shown, 

But not in the ' Old Bailey's ' ribald tone. 

Not one poor solitary grain of sense 

Points their attacks, or helps out their defence ; 

To vilest ' Billingsgate ' at once they fly, 

And take each nook of Slang's foul armoury. 

Just so the gentle youth, condemn'd to trudgfe 

On ' botanizing trip ' by cruel Judge, 

Winks at his ' pals,' and knowingly expands 

The simple glories of his unwash'd hands ; 

Wthers with classic scorn the Jury's ranks, 

And finely telegraphs his parting thanks \ 

Then trusts to meet them all at Botany, 

And hopes * his Lordship ain't 'took worse' at sea.' 



MDt ecntent with mskii^ 'mfifrtirBW wHh 'jOI'iii 0w twofintUnei, 
pmenti ui with the fbllotring m he p>ei on, — 

'Che^i coaqucftfoi hii followjiig friends 'remalii'd;' 
Hemp'd me field, the real bill only 'gleaa'd." 
From thcM oxanplfli we m forc'd to coDclud* that lb* 'fatten of 
vene' maj be knock'd off upm occaaion, *o thai il be done iparin^, 
and withtttlEcienl reatott. 



PART ill.— THE RBJOiNDER. %% 

'?at tender lUns a lighter tbtmg U fit ; 
Some keenly feel the discipline %A wit 
They^e sore enough I The doctor cries, * Enough I ' 
And e'en ' John Davis ' thinks it * qaantum niff,' 
But for the crapulous and drmtktu mbw^ 
' Vates ' he keeps the swinging cat-o'-nine; 
And here invites the ctuious not to iiul, 
But be his convoy at the dnst-atrt's tail 

This 'Vates' then, this 'Advertiser's scribe,' 
The most konwiiad of all the Grub Street tribe, 
This punster vile, this addle^nted seer, 
This chronicler of lesser things than beer, 
Who writes for publicans in phrase as stale, 
And style as muddy as their own sonr ale, — 
Whose year's &]se prophedes, did he but spend 
One pound on each, would break him eie its end, — 

' Crufulfa ohJ dnmhtntuint,' 'V&tet'ot^ectito 'JofanDavtt't' 
OK of the word 'cnqwloiii' u applied to bimtdf; foi, tajnbc, 'I will 
Idlhimwhot itmcani — ablittering medicine It' Now ' Vote* 'Iim had 
■nch experience in ■ ■ blittering medicine ' ^*XAy, that, weie we ncA in 
the habit at «cqiiaiiitiii{> onnelve* thoroughly with the meaning of a 
wmd before w« me it, we ibonld bow to hit dedilon with deftrence. 
Bnt in Ihii <"«*-— ^ be mott excnae na. Unlintmiately m dwH have (o 
refer 'Vate*' lo the Gredc again, where we know be flounder*. If 
be liave unoog hi* liiendi, however, one acquainted with the lai^iiage, 
we are content to be }ndg'd b; 1dm whether or no quuirdX^ means 
a h ea da d ic ptodnc'd \/) drankcmMa. 'Cnukihank,' in Mi 'Cnnic 
UmKims for 1847 ' {month of Jane), ha* an excellent illmtratlon of 
Ifaii itate in hi* notice on 'Canani Water.* 'OhI that dreadfol Briiiih 
Brandyt' mj% the gentleman afflicted with cpcuaAif; from wUcb in 
direct deaeent comet the I^tia 'cn^mlotni,' in Ei^liih 'crapoloai' 
at tcMt, 'lohruoo' thought 10, if hit IMctlcDaiymajramotiDt toeridoice 
on a tabjecl titttAj prooounc'd npon bjr ' Vatet.' 
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Whose glaz'd eye, staring throu^ the fihna of drink. 
Disgusts ' H^iii IVysty' and makes e'en ' Paddy ' shrink.' 

Who is he ? jrou will a^ Th' accoonts agree 
In nought so little as his pedigree, 
In Monmouth Street 'tis certain be was bom, 
A Jewish mule, and drcumds'd in scom ; 
First he sold oranges, then rose to knives 
And now as ' Vaies, premier Prophtt* thrives. 



'Will Wyie,' and makes e'en •Paddy' shrink. The rauDCS ct two 
'tonti;' characters that the frequenten of NcwmBiket will have no 
Kon diEBcolly In calling to mind than in recognidng 'Vales' after they 
have read our description of that worthy, 

'Vatet, prtmitr Prephel.' ' Vites ' does not peredw that we tadtly 
allow him precedence in point of time, not as a .'Pr<^eC,' bat « 
' guescer. ' He was right for cince in ' Phosphonis's year ; ' but he will 
excuse us if we repeat that 'Judex' still ranks, in oui opinion, as the 
'first of Che Prophets,' both in time and importance. 

'Vates,' however, speaks for himself in this case: — ' Ailei an interval 
<tf some yean T was fbllow'd by 'Judex,' who in his (^)ening article 
[weshouldlilce toaet handsonitjpoid me thehandsomeitofeukigium*.' 
Now what ai« 'eolcigiums,' 'Vales?' We cannot allow you to 
Anglicise the plural of a Latin noun neuter into the syllable 'ami.' 
'Urns,' indeed I On the sane principle you ought to write 'moBis'M 
the ploial of 'Madame.' Why will you not ssyeidogietat once? You 
would Iben have written good Eng^ instead of bad Latin. 
. Truly his &lher, ' Ihe Deputy-Iieutuunt fot Sussex,' tbon^ be 
nis'd him to maturity, must have cruelly n^lecled his clasncal cdoca- 
tioDi 'John Davis 'is open to a wager that 'Vates' does ttot under- 
Hand Ihe true meaning of one word in ten that he baa ns'd in his refdy 
to the ' Rejoinder.' He then ]»i>ceeds to say that 'Judex' depiecated 
■U rivaliy wilh an eatablish'd favourite <A the Public \ ' nor was I bade 
•mid at any time in ndprocating the compliment.' 'Hotty, toity, 
Vatet ! Rivalry between you and Judex I ' Figure to yourself^ gentle 
Kftder, 'Kcmble' assnring 'Grimaldi,' in his most, majestic n^uineir 
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Laureate of blacklegs when )ie sosia to rhyme ; 
In prose, the paid apologist of ctime I 
Vers'd ia the Newgate ballads' fiistian, ton^ 
His muse deals lovinf^y with t<^es alone. 

that hia ' CorioUnni ' was not in anf waj intended to livil — that 
cstablish'd &.vanrite with the Public — hi* long of 'Hot Codlings.' 

Alack, 'ViUsI' wefewthatltwDlretbea tong time bdotejwn 
pouesi *a little wit, with wtuch to ihaipen a little cwnmoo unie.' 
That is a c(»nbiiiation of sweet UTOdrs in which you are never likely to 
dval 'Judex.' 

<Vat«i' (fc« I am obliged to dtnect fais lettci) now ^rea ui a 
woodeifiil ipecamen tA hii talent for critidtm, worded thiu ; — ' If theic 
were one thing which 'Jodex' eschew'd, — inteotioDaUy ot tnunteD- 
tiotwlly I know not, — it was the adoption of 'style.** Now <mt 
DatniaJfy a»ki, 'IVbat it style?' 'Vate*' *aiw«n, 'CUnkallliear 
There's a word for yon I and theie, at Jast, is s definition 1 ' He,' 
['Jndex 1 says 'Vates' 'wss terse and blnnt, aiul rejected all classic 
appectdage and (wnameuL* I can asmre ' Vates ' that the introduction 
<tf sesquipedalian words like ' dassicality * will render no man's style 
classical. Good Saxon English has a better right to that title than any 
'Jcdmsonian' trash that was ever &brictited. To use a word in its 
dssdc signification, is to nse it in the sense in which the beat authors 
that have written in a language have us'd it ; it matter* not what 
language that may be — High Dutch if you like. ' Vates,' afier takiI^^ 
leave of his adversary in the lemarkable words — 'And now fos an 
eternal adieu to 'John Davis' the Gent, and his tri-dxpeni^ work,, 
pre-doom'd to trunks and butter ' — breaks into veise. Now we shall 
lee what sort of a hand 'Vates,' the declaimer against 'doggrel,' makes 
at turning a verse ; for there is nothing lik£ catching your Critic 
Hiyming. Many a would-be ' Horace ' and ' Boileau ' are caught out at 
that trade, and find the business of '&ult-lindiiig' preferable to that. 
of bult-mending : — 

' Shake^>eare has said, that to preserve a mail, 
The ody antidote to rot is tan ; 
So 'Davis 'scrawls and charges on ih* plea 
His Hash to sweeten through his ' laimers ' three L' 

Of one thing you may be sute, 'VatesI' vii. — 'rotten as you are, 
yo« will exist for ever I' Such a wondeifiil tanning as you have had 
fiom 'John Davii ' &Us to the lot of few. Vou will exist (in mummy) 
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Of ail tuif-maldacton, only he 
Feds ' VateE' ' teeth who rim and Inngi no fee I 
With them he lives, fw tbem be writei and laves. 
And, greata knave himself, excuses knaves. 

See where he staggers forth 'bamiwfd^ with beer, 
The Ring's ' stern satire bnzdng in his ear I 
The mocking crowd smround the jibb'nng wtetch. 
And tax bis folly to its utmost stretch. 
TrcmUing with spite he comes, and halts for breath. 
And, like the scor^on, stings himsdf to death. 

' DVe think I've answer'd him } d^e think it good? 
It's not polite, — I hope it's understood I ' 

' Let's hope it is, indeed ; tis most expren. 
A libel's clear where nothing's left to guess.* 



tot tfjn to cohm^ tbe mstonishmenl of N&tioiu tbit have u yet no name 
on the Map of the WarU. 

To conclude, ks 'John Davii' wishes, in taking leave of 'Vatet,' 
lo provide emplo^ent for Ihal gentleman'} leiaure houn, he b^ to 
bequeath him tbe tatk of explaining hi* own 'doegrcL' 'JohnDavii' 
has taken much trouble, and shown some retearch, in Indog the origin 
and ptogreu of ' Vatet.' Hehasit inhis power toexfdain moitthlng* 
connected with that worth; ; but his writingi are quite anotlm tiling : 
lie must explain them himself. 

'Btmuu'd.' Thi> expteaion will, no doubt, appear ohiectionable 
to 'Vatea.' It may be as well, then, to coofen at once that 'John 
Davis' has cain'd the word. It &1U the month better than the 
'bemnt'd' of Fope ; and it expr eae s that peetiliar c^binatioa of 
dnnJcenncM and imbeeUitj' which is 'Vates" distinguiihinK mark. 
It may prove an addition to the E^Ush Unguage, after ait, rich at tl ia 
In ' topeit' slki^' 



PART in.—THE REJOINDER. S7 

* D'ye think he feels it ? ' ' That one cannot say. 
But * if' he sees, 'tis very lilu you may ! ' 
Besides, your matter treats of every thing 
Except the subject-matter of ' the Ring.' 
From each posttum at a word you fly. 
And daub with slander what you can't deny. 
Your wit from BilUng^te, your sense your own, 
Your grammar * Cobbetf s,' somewhat looser grown I 
Who mocks at ' Vates ' hates his Queen as well, 
And is, so ' Vates ' says, < an infidel ; ' 
Who jests at usurers in leathern breeks. 
Of cent per cent and bills dishononr'd speaks. 
Mth other Sainty trash — but I respect 
The shield of alias which he dares reject 

Yet e'en the lowest of the touting thieres 
That ever thumb'd the 'Advertiser's' leaves, 
In 'Vales' ' most congenial sUme to find 
The filthy solace of a vu^;ar mind, 

'Dainty traik.' Ai s sunp}« of Hub uticle, tike ' Tstes' ' attack 
npon ' Pegasnt,' to whom I teallj must apotogiie fbi bringing him into 
the qmuTcl hj beii% to nnlucky u to praite him : — ' The man bIoba 
who irith'd to cuity &toiu with a ' Weekl; Coalempotarjr ' bj a 
latidUka of their Prophet' (aye, theie's the nib, 'Vateil'— 'theli: 
Piopbetl') 'could or wonld tell such lies direct of mjMlt' 

Nowisthat asequitur, 'Vates?' But I forgot — yott deal fn ilaader, 
vet logic 'Vatet' hai tome diffictdt; in accounting tor a vtolent 
attack npon 'John Dairii'in 'BeD's Life,' 'John Davia' bong all the 
Ihne in that papet's pa;; but, Uke Alexattder, be cult the Gonliaa 
knot thoi, — 

'Vewhoin 'Bdl'aLifa' honour would lorpMt, 
Must mount their 'P^asus/aluil-giownaMl' 

'VatoB,' man I yoar bile leads j'oa into powtive rudcoeu. You 
have so much »landei «n huid that yuu cannot help havi^ a duh at 
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S8 THE RING. 

Sees the vast difference twixt the gold and foil — 

Ute lies he writes, the tnith he writes to khL 

His sober moments pitiably inane, 

The dninken rest of his vile Ike insane 

How can ' discarded Vate^' — thaf s the name, — 

Blush foi his own impertinence and shame ? 

And here ' John Davis ' owns 'twas hard to flc% 
Wtb Russian knout ' Joe Mugfpns' ' &ithful d<^ 
He was mistaken in that woithy ^ke, 
And wrong in treating the whole pack alike. 
There's spirit in his bark ; ' his howl's ' not bad ; 
Nor does he, like the other do{^ run mad. 

Adieu till next time, Prophets ! Here at least, 
In this ' Rejcunder,' may you find a feast 
Throughout there lurks no doubtfiil rhyme to shock 
His ear who sung ' Belinda's raviah'd lock.' 

'Pegimi,' •Ithon^ he Ii, or ihoold b^ m the hwyeis My, coMpletel]' 
ont of the record. I vta ^ad of it fot one leuon, howem, Ibi I dull 
peth^a h&Tc the benefit of his aidilBiice. It ii bud work fix 'John 
Darlt' tofi^lall the 'Pn^tets'st odcc^ even with the Public on hi* 
nde. 

'Vate*'*' peroration is fiill of dignity, DO doubt, bat betnjw a little 
loo much initabilitj. And jet how innocent are liii amuiementi I H9 
thn describes hinuelf and bisoccvpation: — 'Formyadf I can only add, 
that in 'thelapw' of yean I never ventur'd to domoietbansneMat 
wioneii, ai that I hare been the first to Uogh myself at the necesory 
impoftnie of 'cauldrons 'and 'conjuring caps;' therefore all the shaft* 
of ridicule at my presumption are pointless.' Come! come, Vateal 
This really won't do I A necessary {mpoature, indeed ! It was no such 
thing. Vourconjuiii^capwai agood, stronggUssofbrandy^nd-water, 
in which there was no imposture, repeated nntil ii 
and rren aAerwards. 
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PART m.—THE REJOINDER. S9 

Be wam'd in time ; make notable amymT^ j 
Usuipeis rarely come by quiet ends. 
No more in you shall editors delight, 
Nor lend their colnmns to indulge your ^ite ; 
In you no more the custody be plac'd, 
Of private judgment and of public taste ; 
No more shall purpos'd lies and false reports 
Shake true men's interest in ' the first of sports ;* 
No nKRe shall shameless partisans defend, 
In spite of all we know, a * touting friend,' 
Nor wdcome back in state the ' Tuif Recluse,' 
With d&M etrtifitate again tum'd loose. 

'CUaH etrtificait^ Tlie practice of applying to the Jockey Club lot 
> 'dean bill of health ' has become ittj bihionable of late. Whethei 
■uch a cdtiGcote will render the paitiea lets inleclioiu, or improve the 
laniUiy condition of the Ring, ii a grave qucftioo, wluch 'John Davii' 
decliiMS to decide one waf at the othei. 

In taking leave of 'Valet,' 'John Davis' prexnti him with an 

epitaph for intcripCioti in Lewes churchTaid. It embodid his own 

biaoty, a> written by himself in the ' Morning Advertiser,' Nov. 19, 

>847i and is a choice wmplB of the doggielwldchbenMt aSects^^ 

Epitapb. 



Hebl 

Uesbi 

Pltj 'tis that an erf them 

Suli^actB are fix ' Doe Dem.' 

Pit; that akohol and malt 

Fll apaee the family vault.' 
'Vatea' sajs, Nov. 19, 'Lacklesdy for the Monmouth Stteet FMi< 
giee, my Christiaii sire, with whom I liv'd to maturity in Sussex, was a 
Deputy-Lieutenant for the County for upwards of Ave-and-thirty yean, 
and my 'equally Christian mother' has long been a tenant of 'the 
Family Vault ' at Lewes-' 
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A WORD TO THE READER AT FARTING. 

NMther ' V«te» * nor inj other Prophet has offer*d to controvert the 
pMnti of 'the Ring.' Knowing 'John Davu't' positioni to be too 
•tiong, thej have dealt in violent invective mod penoail abtaa «t k 
gentlenum wbom ibej conuder to be 'John Dmvi*' in diigniae. AAei 
ihii fuhiou Pope nu treated bj the Dunces of hia daj, and »Aet thi( 
&ihion miut the Satiiiit of anj day expect to be treated. People will 
ytd when broken on the wheel, dther phjrricaltr or morally. 

It il worthy of remaik that the Gmb Street dedainien .againit 
'Pope' wootd not allow him the gift of writing rhyme, lervge, grammar, 
or English. Leaving bii writii^i, they attacked him next ai a ' pigmy,' 
a 'Papiit,' and a 'traitor,' Here the psraltel holds good, toa Lord 
Haidstone it attack'd ai ' John Davii ' upon every imaginable gronitd 
but the real meritt of the Satire. It b even impnted to him at a crime 
' that he had a race-hone that did not win the Derby.' *J<An Davit* 
hat no donbt that hit Lordslup wishei 'Tom TuUoch' had been better, 
and for nobody's sake rnore thanbisown. Thereat of the libeli against 
Lord Haiditone are too groes and ■curriloui far notice ; besides, it b 
not 'Jolm Davis's' province to answer them. He has already ewn^ 
lodo. All the daily papers and all the ' Sunday prints ' let loosenpon 
oneanlhot, are as formidable as 'Home Tooke'i Tragedy, Comedy, 
and Farce;' bat as we do not read that 'the poor Parson' dedin'd the 
contest, so ndlher will the Satirist discontinue to reprove ' Vates ' and 
all 'Ephemerala' vbo make Newspaper* tabtenient to interested 
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'EeoeturamCiitplnuL'— TicJPi^f' ^ain. 

T'BKRa wfts ' a man of law,' and to ' a man ol sttaw ' 

With profesiional impertinence he said, said, said ; 
The summer it is gone, the winter's coming on. 
Then how shall yoa and I get our biead, bread, bread ? 

So the wccth; pair b^an to search ' the Act! of Anoe ;' 
A tenible old woman that declares, clares, dares,— 

That beyond aU contradiction, on a gambling conviction, 
Th' informer and the pariA shall go shares, shares, shares. 

Then ' the man of law ' arose with a finger on his nose, 
And ' the man of straw ' he wink'd his left peeper, peeper, peeper ; 

And they both of them agreed, 'twas impossible, indeed, 
To winter it much pleasanter, or chetq)er, cheaper, cheaper, 

"Twill find OB in the chief of Christmas fare, roast beef I 
And M a purse as quick as the ' Repale,' ' pale,' ' pale ;' 

Vl^ell hare turkey I says the ' law ;' and chtnej rejoins the ' straw ;' 
And Dublin stout, and Hodgson's bitter ale, ale, ale.' 
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63 QU7 TAM. 

Then they set to work directly, and copied out coirectly, 
F^ve hundred separate actions of * Qui Tarn,' ' Aim,' ' bim.' 

And here I must remark, that if you're not in the dark 
On the nature of such processes, I am, am, am t 

And thej sent them &r and wide, and would not be denied ; 

They scatter'd them through all the frighf n'd land, land, land ; 
Like Britannia on the top of a postage envelope 

DeUvering the notes with her own hand, hand, hand. 

Then fear possess'd the bettors who receiv'd the scoundrels' lettos. 
And the leaders of the Turf were in a fluster, fluster, fluster. 

Influentials were attack'd, and knew not how to act. 
And some began to croak and some to bluster, bluster, bluster. 

And the end of this will be, that they'll summon you and me 1 
For ' the Iaw ' is never tir'd of such fim, fun, fim ; 

And unless the Commons' House, 'Lord George,* and 'Captain Rous,' 
Deliver tis from juriei^ we aie done I done ! done I 



die lap of tbt 6!9onep'lmDet0. 

ADAPTKD nOM THE RiORT HOM^'K TnOHAB BABtHOTON HACAVLAT. 



'/^APTAiH Akustronc,' of Londoii, 

By ' Deuce ' and 'Ace ' he swore 
'JiaA Ander«m the Singer' 

Should suffer wrong no more I 
By ' Deuce' and 'Ace' he swore it, — 

And nam'd a borrowing day, 
And bade his notes of hand go forth, 
East and West and South and North, 
With promises to pay. 

East and West and South and North 

His notes of hand flit fast 
Oh, may they prove more payable 

Than * Captain Annstiong't ' last ! 



' C^»n Armttrtiig' The ' Man in the lUeet ' ii (in racing par- 
lance) the gentleman who let* oat the 'ttable lecieti,' and 'Captain 
AmuiroDg ' pulls up the honei that ace not meant to win. 

'Jnk Anderimt the Singer.' Thii worth; wat • hall; of the Gnt 
watec. He was a good singer, but a gteat rogue. At ooe time he wal 
worth lome moaef, and gave himaelf great ain ; but he (oon kit it 
again, m most of his sort do. ' ,. 
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THE LAY OF THE MONEY-LENDERS. 

Sfiame on the false * Stiff-Merefiatit' 

Who keeps his cash in case% 
When 'Anderson die Singer' 

Would go to Goodwood Races I 

The Jews in cabs and ' Hansoms ' 
' Are pouring in amain, 
From many a cut-throti all^, 

And many a gloomy lane ; 
From many a seedy villa 

Where, veil'd by poplars green. 
And dipp'd elm-trees, and dnaty blinds, 

7^ 'Parties' may be seen. 

From lordly Ciimrent Garden 

Where scowb the far-fam'd hold, 
Built by tiie hands of ' puffeis ' 

For ' red-nos'd Kobtns ' old. 
From Stratford Place where 'Beavan' cheats, 

To Henrietta Street, 
Where * Ford's ' iU-fiivour'd pleasantries 

His needy clients greet 



' Stif-JIfercAiuU' The Elang nunc foi thoM beoe&cton of tbeit 
■pedei «iioM bannoM it U to lend raoaej upon uqiioiu intowt ta 
young gentlemen that have expectatioiis. 

' 73^ Partia.' Tbtj aie the real Simon Pnies wbo advance the 
money which the amiable Sdff-mercbant placet out acuwling to hii 
infarmalkin, oi taate fbi ipeculation. The; are getierally reproented 
ai inexofable when the cow ha« been nearly milk'd dty. Befixe thu^ 
they are talk'd of in the light of benevolent, and tometintei even al 
poor creature*, lent Into the world withoot much power of protecting 
Ihenuelvei. In bet, they are uiuaDy 'dommiei,' whose itiingi tbe 



THE LAV Of: THE MONEY-LENDERS. 

From ihe ^voud biii^ of London, 

Where one-e/d SmiA resides, 
From 'Savile Row,' vbefe 'Whitehead' sio, 

And many a den besides ; 
From Threadneedle^ m-oiBcn'd street, 

Where, craiam'd witii bt and gall, 
Sits hoary-headed * Theobald,' 

The greatest serew di all, 

There be thirty griping ^hylpcks. 

The ^risest, leanest Jews, 
And yet to ' Captain Amutrong ' 

Ihey cannot cash refuse. 
And wid) one voice the thiitf 

Have the glad answ^ given, — 
'Go forth now, ' Captain Armstrong !' 

Go forth, belov'd of Heaven I 
And take our mutual puis^ 

To GoodwQod Downs and win, 
By hook, and crook, and knav^, 

And poison'd pills the tin !* 



nniren pull Hcordiiig m it imU tbdr book. Tlere h notliiiig that the 
Stiff-meKlniit hat nicfa a honor of h appearing kuib to idieiit oat of 
whom utfthii^ may yet be made. Hence Ihe inpMtuit put play*!! 
by the ' putiei ' in all ' uurioui tnuwctioiw.' To liiten to the nmru 
hiniwK on* waald wppcMe Ihst thq ea^ ttcM he f>a allows himwlf 
to feel, adief fnan the fiut ihat hii own dicninttaiioet will aot pennt 
him to-a^lvHKftAeiiwaeyw i fttoirfJ i wlP Krf j tut Aeie, aad the gmping 
naive cfAa*psnie%' tw^ adnil (^ t blew Wiat itrnck aadei lizqr 

YOL. iL r 
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66 THE LAY OF THE MONEY-LENDERS. 

Now from the Downs at Goodwood 

Could the wan trainers spy 
The lines of strong ' levanten,' 

And ' nobbleis ' drawing nt^ ; 
And great 'John Seott' of Mallon 

Sat up all night and day, 
For every hour policemen biou^t 

Fresh tidings of dismay. 

There was 'Ratcliffe,' strdght (rom Birmingharo, 

Lord of the ' Pig and Whistle ;' 
'Whitfield,' who polled Cotherstone, 

And ' Wood ' came on ' fiill chisel.' 
But when the (ace of 'Anderson ' 

Was seen amoi^ the foes, 
A yell which rent the firmament 

From all ' the Ring ' arose ; 
And not a man amongst them all 

But spat at him, and hiss'd, 
And ^Harry Hili' grinn'd prettily. 

And 'Gully' shook his fist 

Then out spoke brave 'Horafitis,' 

The Captain of the Gate,— 
' To every bettor in this ring 

Loss Cometh soon or latp ; 

' Jalat Sc»ti' ef UlaiUm. TlieEK>tcit tiaiatiofhitday, or pethi^ 

'Harry Hill.' For nunj jvm al the top of tlie betting pn>fesson. 
' H*r«titis' Lord Gcotge Cmvendidi Bcntiadc, Mcood ion «f 
WiUiun, fourth Duke of Poitluid.. 
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Then hoT can roan do better 

Hum kick ' Levanters ' out, 
And warn off evciy nobbier, 

And nobble every tout ? 

Shut up the stand, ye Jodcey Club, 

To all who wK not pay ! 
I, -with the Stewards to help me. 

Will keep the logues at bay. 
By my strait niles a thousand 

May weU be stopped by thtee ; 
So that each course in England 

To follow them agree.' 

The Stewarda said,— 'Braw Horatius! 

As thou say'st so let it be !* 
And straight :q;ainst dtat great array 

Forth vtM. the danntiess three. 
For Stewards in dte brave days of old 

Spar'd neither time noritrouble 
To cleanse 'Ae Ring,' and trounce the r<^es 

Who try the ' dowble^Joublc' 

Stout LarHus turl'd «w Weatherby 
Into the stream beneadi ; 
. Hermimius smote ' Assassin Smift,' 
And clove him to the teeth. 

'Stmt LarliiK.' Tbe Etui of Venilun, Stowed in that ypu of 
•Goodwood Racex. 

' Htrmimut.' Tbe Dnke of Richmond, Pioprietoi of KacC'cauw^ 
lUd Fei]p«tDal Steward. 



THE LAY OF THE jaOIfEY-i^IfDBXS. 

At ' Whitfield ' bmve Horatitis 

Darted one fierjr thrust) 
Atid the Levantei's bettii^-booh 

Lay Kdling in the dint 

But hark, the cry is ' Andeisn) t.' 

And lo, the racti divide. 
And the great stioun^eJ mnggciB fcMh 

And apes a itatelj stride 
Quoth he, 'The mid at Goodweod 

In truth sound mighty gmnd'; 
But will ye due to folhm 

If I invade the Stand?' 

'nicn, tnrmng to ' Hotatiua,' 

He truculently swoie, — 
< If I had twenty thoutaad pound% 

And twenty tbousAid more, 
In IwaBd^teii oMed, Exchequer tHlk, 

Roukauz, or cheque^ alive, or 
Dead, oi asleep, or sane, or cra^d, 

You ne'er should touch a stircr t ' 

He reel'd, and on stout 'Lariaa' 

He lean'd near half a minute, — 
' Good God I ' laid be, ' if gidd's not pud. 

Where is the use to win it?' 
Then, turning sharp on * Andetson,' 

He wam'd him off the course, 
And bade policemen after that 

Expel the rogue by force. 



THE LAY OF THE MONEY -LEISIXERS, 

And the great Monndi^ * Aadenon,' 

Fell at that deadljr st"^ 
As fells in sweet Sc C^ei'i 

An over-drivai 'mdu.' 
Prone on the greasjr pavement 

His ^Ung limbs are spread. 
And the pale Iridi, gathering round) 

lick him about the bead 

And in the nights of winter, 

When the strong north winds blow. 
And the long howling of the ' Lc^ ' 

Is heard amidst the snow ; 
When round the gloomy ' Comet ' 

Roars loud the teanpest din, 
And the stout voice of 'TatUnail' 

Roars louder yet within ; 

When the oldest rogues are busy, 

And the oldest tricks are pla/d ; 
When the safest nags are peppei'd 

And their backers stand afraid ; 
When knaves and fools in circle 

Around the bettors close, 
And the ' men of straw ' are blustering, 

And ' the Legs ' are shaping ' Gaa; ' 

' 7TU ttffut vnct «/ raUtnaU.' SJcbaiA Tatteiwll, » mai 
verstJlj retpectcd, and the possessor of* most poweiM vcrice. 

' Geo' In the language of the King, > robber; ii call'd a ' gc 
B great maor of them there are in tbe coarse of a yen ; tho 
think not eo many at there ue'c] to be. 
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THE LAY OF THE MONEY-LENDERS. 

WiUi ftMx and trepidation 

Still is the story told, 
How brave ' Horatius ' kept the Ring 
In the brave days of old. 



€bt lUfe ann aimentutes of * Caraetnus/ 

Racb-hoiu to C. C. Gbkvilu, Clxkk op thk Council, 
OTHKIWIU ' Gkunchbr Gruei, Exp*'' 



M 



R, Greville one day to ' Worley ' did say, 
As he lighted at Bushey from the ' Bus,'- 
Janiaica,' my Mend, to 'Venison ' 111 send, 
And christen the produce ' Carabus I ' 

Chonu. 
Oh ! this wonderful race 1 

Wonderiiil, hlunderful, lacer ! 
Back him you lose shiit, bieeches, and shi 

Bet against him, he gives you a facer. 



' Cartebu!.' The hcnsc's reaJ nunc wm ' Cwiboo,' but he n 

«ily tmicd lo a nick-name. 
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73 UFE AND ADVENTUHES OF ' CARMBUS! 

To Ascot he went, on winning intent, 

But his bockos remaikably slow were ; 
When he came by ' Judge Qark,' my eyes I what a lark ! 

He was fint, and the otbos were nowhere. 
Chorus. 

To the ' Houghton ' ■aaX bound, for maagr a pound 

They back'd the 'Carsebus' of 'IHlfyi' 
When the * Glasgow' was run, it was 'Efarote' won! 

And ' Ditty's * supporters look'd silly. 

Chorus. 
Oh, Ois jolly ■ Canebus 1 ' 

Jolly impostor, 'Carxbus \' 
Call him 'acnuckl' why gainst him III back 

A mule, or a pony from ' Jcbus.' 

* Longinus ' next year made ' Caraebus ' look queer, 

By ' Nutshdl ' defeated soon after, 
Which presently makes in the ' Newmarket Stakes ' 

A mess that will kiS you with hui^ter. 
Chorus. 

¥ot look you, the Lord of our racer 

Gave up his ' Elna^an ' ftey say, Sir ! 
When Fortune ^nm'd cruel to * NulsheB ' and ' Gruel,' 

And again twas ^ Canebus's ' day, Sir I 
Chorus. 



' Dilfy.' ' MontgomeiT TMj,' at that time Mi. Greville's trakicr. 
'Mlnathatt.' ' Nat,' tbc ceMirated yatktft k«J name, was ' Elna- 



LIFE AND ADVENTURES OF ' CARMBVS: 73 

At ' Stockbridge ' a pot, likewise at 'Ascot,* 

I pass bis defeat and hii triiuui^ ; 
And at once push him up to the Goodwood gold cup, 

Where he miss^ a most wondorful innings. 

Chona.. 
Oh, Canebus I Jrou stunner I 

WondeiAil, UuaderfiU attumer I 
Back you, we lose shiit, Jircechea, and shoes ; 

Bet i^gsunst you^-you gm us a ' ono«r.' 

A vefy stoat jaw-man, call'd ' Stanlty ' tie Norman, 
Cried — ' Dash it ! ' Canebus ' can't win, Sir. 

Ill stand something stunning if youll make the running. 
WeVe a pot, if you like to be in, Sir.' 

Ciofvs. 
Oh, these pots for the Summer t 

Never we>e things manag'd ' mnHnec' 
Back 'Cm yon lose dirt, breeches, and shoes ; 

Betagaktst 'cm Aidyoullgetm 'nnmmer.' 

Though waUf'd befon he started at score, 

And led diem a dance up the bill. Sir I 
And in spite of the pail, his lead didn't fail 

Till all but ' Canezou ' had stood still, Sir ! 
Chorus. 



'Stmtlty ih* Nttrman, Afterwuds the great Lend Deiby. He 
on the cup with Cukeoo in 1849. 

Wata'd btfi>rt. This wu literally true. The hone had already 
on a race, and had drunk a pail of watei, when he was acnt back ^aio 
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The features of ' Gruel ' were lengthen'd most cruel, 

He dropp'd his chin lower and lower, 
And he cried in despair, as he tore his short hair, — 

' Oh, my horse t oh, that Canezou 1 blow her ! ' 

Chtmts. 
' Blow all this making of numing, 

Tis a yoke that I see little fiin in I 
Tis the Deuce, I declare! ohi confound that vile mare ! 

What a canter ' Canebus ' had won in ! ' 

That evening each soul o'er the jolly brown bowl 

Discuss'd these misfortunes with banter ; 
And ' Stanley ' did say, in his innocent way, — 

' Why, Greville ! you'd won in a canter ! ' 
Chorw, 

But until ' fifty-one ' we never were done 

To the tinder, we all have been now, Sir 1 
Best shut the brute up I why, for this ' Goodwood Cupi' 

He gallop'd and look'd like a cow, Sir ! 

Oh, impostor Carsebus ! 'Greville's' impostor 'Carsebusl' 
Call you a crack 7 why against you I'll back 
A mule, or a pony from * Jebus ! ' 



ftom his stable to mahs the mnim^ tat ' Caneiou.' This he did so 
effectimUy, that it look'd «t (he distance as if he could have beaten her 
too, had he been allow'd to do so. Hence [he Jokes at Mr. Gievill«'s 
expense, by no one inflieled more merciltssly than by ' Edward Geoffrej' 
Lord Stanley,' who profited by the mishap. 



UFE AND ADVENTURES OF 'CARMBUS.' ^% 

You brute of the colour of guano. 

When you're back'd to be forte, you're piano ! 
Had you never been born, you disgrace to good com ! 
We'd be richer by far than we are now. 
Chorus. 
Thus ends the life of ' Caraebus,' 

Greville's impostor, ' Canebus ! ' 
That wonderful racer, that gave us a facer 
So often-^i'w UUs dtdiusl 
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*mtiU dece ttre are againr 



npHE race is ran, the favourite'ii beat I 

And Greville ^aja to Payne, 
With face at least a cloth-yard long, 
' Weii, hen we are again / 

' And now I take my Bible oath. 
That Job himself had sworn, 

If he had tmn'd at ' Littleton,' 
And bome what we have home. 

' For as the rottenest of ^jgs 

Look wholesome till they're crack'd, 
So ' DiUy's ' trials please us well. 

Until the n^^ are back'd. 

' But when the money's on we find 

The odds receding surely ; 
While both the brothers ' Dilly ' 

Are looking on demurely. 



'IVill, ktrt wi art again T At one time Mr. Greville, who could 
not ituid ■ mil of bad luck, waa, oAer each disaster, in the habit of 
Ukii^ Mr. George PaTne on one side, and eommencing with, 'Well, 
George, heie we are again ! ' 
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' And when we come to settle, 

Tis really most provoking ; 
We sit and pay, and pay and &, 

While ' Legs ' are well-nigh choking. 

' There's Canbpo 1 who's ' ins ' and ' euts ' 

Aie then for eveiy saHiier^ 
Theie's * Desdeoiona ' thrown away ; . 

And now, hy Jov^ theie^s • HjbUI' 

' Indeed, tis come to nich a p«^ 

That, much against my wiU^ 
111 hare to call in everything 

/ may haoe owing ttiil,' 

* Pooh ! nonsense, Chatles 1 chetf up I' says Payne, 

' What is the use of fretling 7 
While you stand hen and ^xnn, we lose 

The cream of all the betting.* 



'Scritittr.' I believe Mr. Gieville to hkve bad Mnne Inldinc of my 
liaei on ' The life lod Adventmes of Canebna.' 

'Oaanf still' Tbii alluded to a few hnodiedt Uut be lud idTanc'd 
fot tbe mMnent to bli frtend utd con&detate. 
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* r\VHDBS ' has run too often, 

In the year gone by and past, 
And Ms two-year-old career of fame 

Methinkswill hardly last. 
So, * Merry,' for this Derby 

Be content with ' No. Three ;* 
For I think you'll get no nearer 

With your favourite ' Dundee !' 

Mi. ' Henry,' you've the great knack 

(I wish I were as clever) 
Of having your wdl-beaten horse 

At shorter odds than ever ! 
When ' Klaiikoff ' comes rolling in 

They'll tell another tale ! 
Twas poison at Newmarket ; — 

At E^pstHn try the pail t 

* Klldonan's ' legs are very long, 

The ground is very hard. 
And he will gallop airily 

When other nags are jarr'd. 
Yet he is but a chance-horse. 

And must not look to win 
The Derby Stakes at Epsom, 

With ' Diophantus ' in I 
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Mr. ' Thomas's ' ' Dictator,' 

Who late^ made a bolt, 
Is — what I've heard the ' knowing ' call — 

' A strong and useful colt 1' 
Which means, in racing parlance, 

That he's strong enough to cair; 
Whatever's liud against him,— 

By Jack, and Tom, and Harry. 

If outward points could make a horse. 

Or plausihle slow paces, 
Why, here's a son of Rataplan 

Might win a score of races ! 
But wake him up ! and let him go ! 

And then ask all beholders 
If Colonel Townlejr's 'Kettledrum' 

Don't pitch upon his shoulders ? 

Next comes 'a dark one,' hot indeed; 

But m^y such I've seen 
Much fish'd with by the ' knowing ones,' 

To catch the young and green. 
' Coldrenick ' was a nice one ; 

' Nil Desperandum,' too ; 
So I cannot think that ' Royal-Lieu ' 

To win this race will do. 

Well ! private information's wrong I 

And telegrams are vain, 
And coughs are air'd by magjc I 

' Rouge Dragon's ' come ^wn ! 
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' Rouge Dragon ' snd Sii JoMpli, 

Botb eager for the b»j ; 
But I cannot think tbat Wednesday 

Will be ' Rouge Ih-agon's ' d^. 

O'er 'Ndghbour' and 'Imfius,' 

' Russley,' and ' Atherstone,' 
' Furelian,* and ' King of Kent,' 

And ' Drake,' their backers groan. 
< imiius ' was a race-horge once ; 

But 3il combin'd must be. 
Condition, healdi, and soundness. 

Of the Jadge hel] never see.' 

Then come fisth * Diopbaatus,' 

As come forth soon you will, 
From the tuck of beatea horsei, 

At the tell-tale distance-hilL 
The blood of old * Emilius ' 

Atkd 'Vulture' wen agreed, 
Is good enough for me to stood, 

For breedti% strength, and speed \ 



€be Doncastet €\J9 ^ 1861. 



O HALL his laurels &de npon him, 

'^ Or shall another Cup 

Be bkzon'd with the Wizard's name 

When ' NicoU's ' self doth sup ? 
' He's a peacock 1 ' scream his enemies,— 

'A peacock I Nol he's not 1' 
' He's better than 'Old Beeswing I" 

Shriek the foUowers of Scott. 

So < this lot ' lud against him, 

And 'that lot' back'd him free, 
TUl from ' six to four ' he settled down 

At the ' even good money.' 
F<w Crfonel Townele/s ' Kettledrum ' 

In Derby pride was thete, 
And ' Avalanche,' and ' Rising Sun,* 

And Saxon's fi 



And 'chaff' fell thick as hail-stones 

When summer stwms descend ; 
The Ring was Master < Wizard's ' foe. 

The gentleman his friend. 
And some remarks which then I heard 

Were just a little coarse ; 
And some ctf the chief betting men 

Wax'd just a little hoarse. 

VOL. II. 
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The Prophets in a body, 

That reiy thread-bare oew, 
Had not recover'd from the kick 

They got from * Caller OuJ 
The Doctors had prescrib'd them all 

Spare diet for a week, 
A daily dose of modesty, 

With vety litde < dieek.' 

'Tms a noble ng^t to witnest, 

A glorious scene and grand ; 
And where shall we look for it 

In any other land 7 
The best of horses met at last 

To fight it out that day, 
And fifty thousand ' Yoikshiie tykes ' 

To watch the glorious fray. 

lis Honour brings them to the field ! 

No fatal ' byes ' are there^ 
The play is all ' above the board,' 

And all ' upon the square 1' 
And though the crowd, like Noah's ark, 

Include a motley pack, 
With mtaket and with bayvtut 

None seek to keep them back. 

'TktMcktk^ gitfrem'CaUirOu:' When 'CsDerOn' wMlhe 
Legn, there wu not a man among the Propheti who even condeicended 
to mentfon her name ai the poi^bte winner. 

'With mmktt and wiik h^oM' Up to tbii dale the French Race* 
couiMi were kept by soldien. 
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A score or two of ' Peelen,' fed 

On Corpontion beef, 
In number'd (hilars, and loose behs 

To ^ve them more leUef, 
Keep ordei among dc^s, and men. 

And maids in all their diarms, — , 

Excepting some young vagabonds 

That duck beneath their amu. 

And fiist, BE in the betting, 

Behold ' the Wizard ' come ! 
A moment dl lode up to gaze ; — 

Then follows ■ Kettledrum.* 
With pitching action — stiff, but strong ;— 

Few thought of him that day 1 
* Brown Duchess ' went like any bird, 

The talk waa,— ' Wll she stay?' 

The course is cleai'd, the bell has rang \ 

'A&isestart! Not theyVeoffl' 
Each eye is strain'd, each tongue anstning. 

And husb'd is every cough I 
Lords, Legs, and Ladies, Flats and Surpa, 

To strong cxdtement yield ; 
Excepting an industrious few 

l^at still roar oat— < The FieM!' 

A rush t — a sound of horses' feet t 
And, thundering past, they come I 

'York Minster 'leads, with 'Rising Sun' 
L«id up, and ' Kettledrum.' 
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While pulling in the distance, 

And much too br bdiind. 
The 'Wizard ' and ' Brown Duchess ' wiit 

In one mistaken mind- 

The Comer's turn'd — 'Ycsk Minster's' beat 1 

And 'Kettledrum ' takes up 
. A steady and commanding lead. 

And races for the ' Cup.' 
Go on I goon, proud 'Wizard I' 

Lie up, ' Broim Duchess,' soon I 
For * Kettledrum,' once on his legs, 

Will stay » Sarvetl Moom. 

And now they pass ' the Scarlet House ' 

That tells so many tales, 
And sends so ouny travellers 

To Palestine and Wales. 
He keeps his lead with ' KIsing Sun ;' 

And now a hum begins 
Of—' How much against ' Kettledrum ? ' 

He wins I he wins 1 he wins !' 

In Tun ' the Wizard's ' jockey strives 

To take the foremost place } 
The peacock heart within him fails, — 

And he declines the race I 



'St^ a Harottt Miem.' The old-&ihion'd traineis were reiy fond 
of AU dpTemn. 'Stay, Sirt why, be'U ttcj for k Moont' And *o 
be ^. but it WM utiully bdiisd. 
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'Thcfleld'isbeatent— allbut one — 

And she's too for behind, 
Unless Ebe borrow vings, forsooth, 

And bx outstrip the wind I 

Bnt see, she comes I there's almost time 

With such a pace as hers, 
And such a stout and lion heart 

As in her bQSom stirs t 
He's canf^t I The Deiby winno's caught I 

He could not wen be beat I 
Her number's up beude his own. 

And the Cup is--a dead heat 1 

And when a Derfiy Winner n«t, 

On Dbncaster's fail pUin, 
Meets with the Winner of the Oaks, 

And the strug[^e comes again; 
Whete Honour calls to doughty deeds, 

And health and hope agree 
To make their friends back each tb win. 

May I be there to see t 



Tbe desd best wu not nn off. Colonel TowMlejr kqA the Cup, 
nd gaTc Mr. Suon the half of iU value, one hundred lA Sftf ponodt. 
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COMPETITIVE EXAMINATION. 



fwMMtcr.— ' Wbu u Uw mnainK of Um word ■ 10 Dobble r ' 
CamJidati.— "To Dobbts' ii to nutke airangemeDts bdora 
rhidi «tuure ■ ranUt iadepeadmt of lite msilla of (tie bwwi.' 
iMMwr.— ■ P»«, Mr. N«pol«)ii JeuM r 

/^ou^ let US go to Chester, where 

So many ' r^' are play'd, 
And visit the head-quarters 

Of the needy ' nobbling trade ' 
Where nags are ' squar'd ' on principles 

That very seldom fail, 
Till the Public's grown so wary. 

It declines to fill the paiL 

I remember, I remember. 

In the glorious days of old, 
A book upon the Chester Cup 

Was worth a heap gold I ^ fL 
They bacV'd anythirfe and everythi% 

With chance however frail,— 
Now the Public's grown so wary, 

It declines to fill the paU. 



THE CHESTER CUP FOR 1863, 

I ranember, I remember, 

At what long shots they bock'd 
' Red Hart,' and 'Old Coramia,' 

'Joe Miller,' and 'One Act;' 
While they milk'd the winter &T0iiiites, 

Each dead as a door-nail, — 
Now the Public's grown so wary, 

It declmes to fill the paiL 

Those grand old days of Chester, 

Like meteois now they ris^ 
And conjure up in ' knowing souls ' 

Regretful memories ; 
£re the Public tuck'd in sulkily 

Its much-bewilder'd tail. 
And tum'd so very skittish, 

And overset the pail. 

For now it keeps its money 

Till the n^ have all been tried, 
And something nK>re than guess-wwk 

Is Ml the bettor's side 
Well I isn't this disgraceful, 

And enough to make one rail? 
But thank yourselves, ye greedy ones ! 

That overdid the paiL 

* Stampedo ' is a great horse. 

But greater he must be 
If he manage with his nine stone one 

The Judges' eye to see ! 
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' Brown Duchess ' and poor ' CalJei Ou," 

If they could tell the tale, 
Have giveD in tbdr modicum, 
. And he^'d to fill the pail. 



' Fairwater ' might be dangerous, 

With eight stone on her back ; 
But she will not beat 'Sappho,' 

'Silkstone,' or 'Zodiac.' 
Were • Wild Rose ' in her Warwick form, 

And all right as the mail, 
I'd milk each favourite myself, 

And fill my household pail. 

•Tim Whifller's ' over-weighted I— 

And (unless he be his best) 
James Meny's not about to find 

A fortune in his ' Vest I' 
' Caractacus ' will gallop on, 

Like leaf before the gale ; 
But was there not a moment 

When they got him in the pail ? 



H^ 'Tim Whiffler- been engag'd in the Derby »nd St Le«r he 
wouU have won Ibem both (m fcr », oat c«i (..aJi J.tT ^^' 
fg,^ ' "" M one CM JuOge) with coDEumnuile 
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' Sappho ' will draw up to the front 

About the ' Castle pole ;' 
But those vho peppet ' Silkstone ' 

May have to post the coal. 
To ' Hadji's ' health or ' Btighton's ' fame 

No ' touts ' shall guzzle ale I 
And the rest aie scarcely good enough 

To help to fill the pjul. 

But of one thing I am certain, — 

The ' favourite on the day ' 
(As usual in the Chester Cup) 

The foremost part will play : 
Twill be ' Zodiac,' or • Silkstone,' 

Whose parties seldom fail, 
When tbey set to work in earnest 

To cany home the pail. 



€bt 3?er&p fdt 1862. 



/~\F all the various Derbies 
^^ That ever I did see, 
From the win of ' Little Wonder ' 

To the break-down of ' Dundee,' 
The vatyingest, and bettmgest, 

And nobblingest by far, 
ts this in which they've potted 

That good horse, ' Calabar.' 

Confusion soze the pencils 

That wrote htm to his tomb ! 
May gangrene gnaw their fingers,' 

And the gallows be theii doom 1 
In the hungry months of winter. 

How steadily they plied 
The long array of figures 

With safety on their side 1 

His merits were the tempting bait, 

His triumphs were the lure ; 
And they work'd away in silence^ 

For all they did was sure. 
Tis thus, in small establishments, 

To ply their tricks they're able. 
If I must stand a fivourite, 

Give me a public stable 1 



THE DERBY FOR x86a. 

Since, then, they've ' coopeHd ' Calabar, 

Come, let tu look about. 
And tiy among the rest of them 

To pick the winner out. 
Of fiilly twelve-score horses. 

At most but thiitjr-five 
(And two4hiida of these are duffers), 

To-day remain alive. 

Hie ' Marqnis ' is invincible ; 

A gallant horse is he 1 
Not large, but without lumber, 

And full of quality : 
Hell come with all his prestige. 

And the whole stable's force 
Of Scott, the greatest master 

That ever train'd a hoise. 

Next comes mysterious ' Budcstone,' — 

I guess that we dull find 
Tis money's made him what he is, 

And blind have led the blind. 
The ' touts ' may call him steam-engine, 

But I have yet to learn 
That a * Voltigeur ' is ripe before 

The leaves b^in to turn. 

' Neptunus * has been creeping up 
With slow and stealthy pace, 

And "twixt him and the ' Marquis,' 
I fancy, lies the race. 
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nil owner's on I the patty's sweet 1 

And, judging from the past, 
He comes — as conies a winner — 

Strong ts brand; at the last I 

The * Stoclcwell colt's ' a race^wse. 

Though lather coaisely frani'd ; 
And, not to be impertinent, 

I wish that he were nam'd. 
' Zetland's ' a plater, and will make 

A host ot ' greenhorns ' sore ; 
For ' KfWtinghnm ' will beat him. 

As he beat him once before. 

Msxk\ alackicc'Catoerl' 

In the last hour brolce down ; 
If ' Ensign ' now should liul then. 

Woe to Newmarket's town I 
He's the last hope of all the nagi 

They boasted in the S[»ing ; 
One's coQ^e^A, one broke down, and one 

\m hardly break 'the Ring.' 

Oh, get thee to the Stand's top 

And look out, Sister Anne, 
Through the largest sOTt of telescope. 

And tell me, — if you can, 
At 'Tattenharo's fatal corner' 

In the first flight discern 
The cherry red of 'Argoruut,' 

Or the white sleeves of ' T<rium V 
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And if they're all behindhand. 

As I've no doubt they be, 
Look out for ' EUangowan ' 

That once belong;*d to me I 
I see him Acre with ' Malek,' 

' Clarissa,' and the * Knave.' 
While enemies shout out — 'They're beati' 

And fiiends look glum and grave. 

But yet in case more hopeless, 

And greater grief, appear 
'Schehallion,' 'Spile,' and 'Warminster,' 

Still further in the rear. 
Of thirty horses, twenty-seven 

Shut up, and try no more; 
While the hum that late in accents broke 

Now swells into a roar. 

Ye gods ! they're here ! and neck and neck. 

As ridden by ' Old Scratch,' 
* Neptunus ' and ' The Marquis ' come ; — 

The Derby seems a match. 
But, mending from the distance see 

A dark hor%e slof^ng in ; 
And * Nottingham ' and Alfred Day 

Have collar'd all the Ua 



, *A iarit k*rie.' The dwk hone wu, in f«ct, 'C*ne!Uc<a,' not 
'NottiiiKhain.' I debated with tayKlf which of the two I ihould 
serve u winnef, utd. unfortunately, telected ' Nottiaah<un>' which 
sptfl'd the pcophecy, ia other respecH • remukaUe one. 



Coo.jle 
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Tkxs, in the days of old, your Grecian ' bloods ' 
Woo'd feme and high renown by keeping studs. 
And not as now, for thirst of vulgar gains, 
But olive crowns, met on Olympia's plains, 
They drove their chariots at a killing pace, 
And without casualties none cared to race ; 
Strew'd o'er the course the luckless losers Uy, 
And Pindar was ' the Argus ' of that day— 
' Our own reporter ' with a scale of fees. 
At whose bureau you purchas'd what you please. 
' No fee, no puff' Half price — ' praise only horse.' 
Full price — ' Dish owner up with friendly sauce \' 
' Full price, and present, mth the nm of table — 
Butter horse, man, and everythmg you're able." 

Yet in those days, as these, it took some skill 
To win a race without a wetl-lin'd till 
And though we're told that andent chariot-racers 
Got more of real than sentimental ' facers,' 

'ftudarmat'lie^rgui' a/lia/day,' Incredible as it Hiundi, Aigiu, 
the libdlitt and ditpemet of pnixe fbi a coniidentioii, wat (o netUed 
hj thk compuinD that be brongfat a criminaf iolbrmatioii against me, 
and apfdSed to the Jnc^ to rapport hun. Ai might be expected, the^ 
natanllyabow'dhimthedoor of the CourtibulMr. 'Jgilice Crmiptoa* 
inprored the occaticn by niyhiEi that 'ifacriminal infcrmatioa cooM 
be imed for bed TeraeSi nobody would be more liaUe than John Dan*.' 
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Tib dear bom «H we know that wdghty ptuse 
On any turf was ever Fortune's nurse. 
To win a fitding wreath folk then fill'd stalls, 
And look'd to honour, not to ' Tattenall's.' 
For not as yet bad baneful handicapping 
Caught ' L^ ' asleep and ' Admirals ' a-napping, 
And rais'd in rc^[uish breasts propordon'd gladness 
To current rumour of their horse's badness. 
Now, in these piping times, when ' Flutus ' reigns 
Suiveme alike o'er cities and o'er plains, 
When ' duffing ' handicaps of half-mile races 
Enrich collusive clerks of Country Races, 
One race atone stands forth sublime to view, 
The crown of Glory and of Money too — 
The ' TurTs Blue Riband,' yearly given away 
By Madam Fortune on the Derby Day. 

Ah me 1 how oft does one capricious slip 
Dash the full beaker from the Sportsman's lip, 
Convey lus hopes by sleight of hand away ! — 
Jest of an hour, and puppet of a day I 
Behold him reeling through each phase of woe I 
He swears ' It is a lobbeiy I' a ' go 1' 
By Heavens it cannot be, unless some knave ^^ I ' 
And yet it is 1 and therefore he looks grave. 
Foot human nature I everything's to blame 
But our own selves whene'er we lose the game; 
The world meanwhile jogs on with unconcern ; 
' Twas yours I 'tis his ! 'twill be another's turn I ' 
' Unfeeling pack !' he cries, with frenued force, — 
' Did you but khow how well I loVd that horse ! 
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How, day by day, I've watch'd him from a fool, — 
' Best of his year,' — ^till now so near the goal 
* Nobbled ' be foils, — while thousand pounds to ei^t 
{Ofier'd in vain) proclaim the kndl of Fate, 
You'd join with me to ' lynch ' the rascal set 
Who make nags safe, and coin whene'er thejr bet.' 

Again our English Carnival returns 
When horses meet, and Parliament adjourns. 
When even Bishops, o'er their egg and toast, 
Cast stealthy glances at the ' Morning Post,' 
To see how ' Aigus ' in his letter deab 
With the great question everybody feels. 
When City clerks loose off their yearly wit, 
And fifty cockneys in one waggon sit ; 
When jokes fly round which are not overknee, 
And * gooseberry ' commands the highest price ; 
Since every one who can makes holiday, — 
111 spoD a ' five-pound note ' and see the play ! 

A Hansom cabman (cheap at three pounds three), 
With rose in button-hole, takes charge of me ; 
And does the coaching, and throws in ' the diaff,' 
While I, dgat in mouth, sit still and laugh. 
Aniv'd at Epsom, by good chance I meet 
That knowing hand, the 'wise man in the street.' 
' Step here I ' say I ; and while, at my behest, 
Of ' British Moet ' they uncork the best, 
' Sum up, in pithy words, the horses' chances, 
And tell me — Is this Derby ours, or France's 7 ' 
' France's ? ' Oh no ! his ' understandings ' bar, 
Swift though he be, the chance of ' Hospodar I ' 
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Gallop'd to death he feels the stony ground, 
And 'tis at least six weeks since he was sound' 

* Of ' Clifden ' what ? the public fiivourite ? ' 

* I think the betting shows that he's all right ; 
And Fortune ouf^t to smile upon the bold 
Vfho give ' six thousand ' for a two-yeu-old I 
But 'oughts ' in racing are an unknown thing ! 
Else, should we have to mourn a broken ' Ring !' ' 
' Now ' rede my lede ' aright I and tell me true, 
Will Hr. Naylor's ' Macaroni ' do ? ' 

* Faith I there you tax me to the height of art ! 
For < Carnival ' was good, and he don't start ; 
And ' Saccharometer ' could fly last year ; 
lliough, in the market, he just now go queer ! 
But yet, their places may be soon reveis'd, 

And the ' Two Thousand wmner ' prove the worst.' 
'Gillie,' 'Tom Fool,' and 'Ranger?" 

' Smartish nags ! 
But such as will not fill the Deri^ bags 1 
Let ' Mr. William ' tell us what he may, 
' A Tadmor ' never yet was known to stay t ' 
'Baldwin,' 'Blue-mantle,' 'Stockman,' 'Golden P!ed^?' 
' Their backets wUl not have the chance ' to hedge t' ' 
'Scamander,' 'AvondtUe,' and ' Charles the First?' ' 
' Wm not stay home however wisely nurs'd ! 
' National Guard ' too loudly tells his tale, 
And mystery shrouds the lame ' King of the Vale t' 
In ' lists ' ' Faittastic's ' name appears once more ; 
(The only ' Hesperus ' that does not roar ;) 
But ' Jamicoton ' has an equal chance 
To take 'the Tuifs Blue Riband' o'er to Fiance!' 
VOL. IL H 
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' Hold 1 one word more I What news <rf < Gla^ow's lot ?' ' 

' Jackson this year again shall land no pot 1 ' 

O'er the whole batch he well may make his moan ; 

' Clarioi,' ' Light Bob,' ' the Whale,' and ' Rapid Rhone,' 

Foot poorer platers have been seldom stripp'd I 

T^ may he shot! they ought to be well whipp'd I 

Brace's ' Trojanus' is a spicy steed 

Of the fam'd wooden horse's dang'rOus breed I 

Last year his lumb'ring limbs r^bs'd to grapi^e 

In * little go ' wtdi Westmorland's * Oak-apple ; ' 

But now he comes matur'd by WadloVs care, ■ 

Tried with ■ Pdgnoir * — to comb the layer's hair 1* 

'Thanks, good my friend! you've told me what I wantl 
Which horses may be winners, and v4uch can't t' 

Yonder they go to paddock I a11 alive 
Of ni^ three hundred entries — twenty-five ! 
Hosh'd is the busy Ring's transcendent roar ; 
And cheeks look pale that never blanch'd before. 
Excitement quivers on each owner's glance. 
While maishall'd in a line the colts advance. 
Starter and jockeys wish the lace well ended, 
And wonder which of them will be suspended. 



' Th^ migi it tMt' Lotd Glasgow had an iuTindble diilike to 
leUing a hone. He would give them aw^ upMi condition of thdr 
being well tcealed lod not mM; but tba« wUch were not woitb 
accepting were coodema'd, bf hii orders to lie ibot 

Then wu very Uttk doubt that Lmrd Cliiden ongltt to have 
this DecbjF. Nothing but the accidental illf^i^ of Fordham's reins 
prevented it. Indeed many penoni renuun ccmvinc'd Aat the Judge 
made a mistake. 
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' They're ofT I ye Gods I how many shares, and lands. 
And notes, five minutes more will see change hands I' 
Sharp to the front 'the commonras' proceed. 
And quite secuie of losing, race for speed ! 
At ' Tattenham's Comer ' these find out the pace 
Leaves them to ' pitch ' or ' pull up ' in the race ! 
The ' Favourites ' meanwhile, with caie drawn bade, 
Measure each other and pull hard,— or crack I 
' The road ' is pass'd 1 and thund'ring by the Stand, 
Come ' Mac,' and ' Sac,' with ' Clifden ' well in hand ; 
' Gillie ' and ' Ranger ' in the strife compound ; 
And 'Torn Fool's ' backers greater fools are found- 
* Fantastic ' at the distance shuts up shop ; 
And * Hospodar ' and Lamb's ' Blue-mantle ' stop ; 
The shouts are fearful, for the struggle's close 1 . 
And no one knows how hot hell get the dose 1 
*Sac' now beats 'Macl' but spite <^ priv^e spins. 
The best since ' West Australian,* ' Qifdeo ' wins I 
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Kbt Otatt of 'acgw.' 



ApeOfos of the Tasbagoha Scandal. tB6i. 



A"' 



^ KD BK you the referee, then, 

Mr. WU1«? 
And an yoa th« referee, th^ ? 
With yout tag, and your ta% 
And your Bwagger end brag, 
MuEt we all go to you, then, for pills, 
Mr. WilleB? 
For turf«ilments sole vendor of sqwOa. 

Who made you the master of ' Jaw,' 
Mr. WiUes? 
Who made you dictatra* of law 7 
Was it ' Hotspur,' or ' Memo,' 
Or ' Beacon,' or ' Nemo,' 
That baptiz'd you in froth that distiis, 

Mr. WiUes, 
From a mouth self-sufficiency fills ? 

Are you really sinceFe when you prate, 

Mr. waies? 
Are you really sincere when you prate. 



THE DEATH OF 'ARGUS! 

Aa if in your pimple 

Dwell now in Tee-^mple 
Good £n^^, so scarce grawh of late, 

Mr. Willes? 
Good English, so scarce grown (tf Ute. 

Were a Member elected for 'Cheek,' 
Mr. WiBe*? 
Were a Member elected for ' Cheek ?' 
The I^el a doubt 
That you'd never go out, 
If as well as you write yoo eoald speak, 

Mr. Willes ! 
If as well OB you write you could ipai^ I 

A lie and a fault to a line, 

Mr. Willes ! 
A lie and a fault to a line, — 
Make a style of your own, 
By which you're well known ! 
But why do they mist you with wine, 

Mr. \niles? 
But why do they trust you with wme? 

Tis only a fojttni^t to-night, 

Mr.WilieB! 

Tis only a fortnight toaight. 
That you wallow'd prostrate, 
With your head in a plate ; 
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THE DEATH OF 'AKGl/S) 

Since Noah's was never snch plight, 

Mr. Wilktl 

Since Nci«li*l was never such plight 1 

No doubt when at length you awoke, 

Mr. Willes! 
No doubt when a. length you avroke; . 
You fdt arm'd for the battle 
Of toutb^ and tattle, , 

And crapulous stoiy and joke, 

Mi. Wiliest 
Aiid ci^>uIous story and joke. 

They say in the strength of that drink, 

Mr. Willes ! 
They say in the strength of that drink, 
You determin'd to drub " 
In your letters ' the Club ;' 
But now soberly, what do you think, 
Mr. Willes? 
But now kiberly, what do you think ? 

Does it never occur to your mind, 

Mr. Willes ? 
Does it never occur to your mind, 
That yourself may not be 
Such a Solon, d'ye see ? 
As to make us suppose you're indin'd, 

Mr. Willes \ 
Ai to make us suj^te you're inclin'd \ 
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THE DEATH OF 'ARGUS.' 

Dan you say, with a ' fivei ' though fe^d, 

Mr. Willesl 
Daie you say, with a fiver though fee'd. 
That the public prefer 
A disorderly our 
To a hound of the Badmintoa breed, 

Mr.WiUes? - 
To a hound of the Badminton breed I 



Then take my advice, 'tis sincere, 

Mr. WiUes ! 
And weD worth a gallon of beer : 
Don't meddle with aught 
Of which you know nou^t 1 
Or bounce up from your own petty sphere, 

Mr. WiUesI 
For the figure you're cutting is queer t 



Notice.— -I wnle theie lines, afier Mi. Willei [a pert fellow who 
wrote under the name of 'Aigus' In tbe 'Momii^ Post ") had pan'd 
ccnaidenUjr moie dum a jeu in alinmnir me in erery coBcdnble 
bihion in hii weekl; letter in that paper. I had tlieni prlTately 
printed, and not Mily (U«tribated them piettj iieely, but tent him half 
a dozen copie* f<» his own reading, lAich nearly brought him into a 
Lunatic atjdum. 
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atfftuE's SDceam. 



/"* vzzLED up with strODg potations, 

Stoutljr snoring, ' Argus ' lay, 
la a mist of lalse <]uotatton^ 

After supper and the play. . 
Underneath hit throbbing temptes* 

All agog with gin, bis bane, — 
Gin, the cause of his undoing, 

That he fondly calls ' Champagne' 
Pack'd in soporific bundle 

Lay the last year's ' Morning Post,' 
With the famous letters tn it 

That have eam'd him tea and toast 

O'er his hundred eyelids stealing 

Comes an apoplectic sleep, 
Many a ' go of gin ' revealing 

In its nasal accents deep. 
Many a ' go ' of sad ' blue ruin,' 

Many a rare-bit (hight of Wales,) — 
Fare that with our modem Prophets, 

An men he not, much prevails. 
Stars and stripes I to-morrow's head-ache I 

On his lamous truckle-bed. 
Helpless as the ' sow of David,' 

Tosses ' Argus' ' fever'd head. 
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ARGUS'S DREAM. 

Cheeky dreams of fiiture triumphs 

O'ei liim sinread their tinsel wings ; 
Ladies, with the feitest faces, 

Say to him peculiar things. 
At his door the noblest toadies 

Stnig^e up, intent to pJease, 
Hustling for the ftffemost i^sces 

At th«i 'Argus's' levies. 
Then a Continental progress. 

In its most uncommon sense. 
Doth he make to Baden-Baden, 

At poor fienazet's eiq>ense. 

Rumour's spiciest tales precede him ; — 

Aft^ follows deathless Fame j 
Emperors, in spe<:aal mufti. 

In the street his notice claim; 
Waiting^ for no presentation, 

Starting in prodi^ous huny, — 
Making of the ' Argus sweepstakes ' 

An Imperial sort of ' Scuny.' 
When he nears the Baden race-couise. 

Folks rush to him to decide 
Who it is, that by his fiat. 

As a ' gentleman ' may ride. -■ 

Straight i^-hand the goose decides it. 
And refuses next, the sinner ! 

H^-a-dozen invitations, 

Couch'd in abject terms, to dinner. 
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ARGUS'S DREAM. 

He, the ' Meaning Port ' PetnHuoa, 

Arbiter in Faahioo'i court, 
Judge of all things — horses, ladies, 

Music, grammar, taste, and sport 1 
Oh this * Argus I ' oh this ' Argus ! ' 

When a beggar's put astride 
On aught better than a donk^ 

Well we wot where he doth ride. 



Havijig knock'd off Baden-Baden, 

With its races and its plaj*. 
And its ' colony of Russians,* 

And its fair ones free and gay ; 
Doncaster desires his [absence, 

Wth its Leger and its Cup, 
For which half a score of ' dead-uos' 

Must be loudly bolster'd up. 
Then he passes to Newmarket, 

And, unluckily for him, 
Tempted by a ' spedal tenner,' 

Puts the Jockey Club in trim. 

All the foremost names of ^wrtsmcn, 

All the noblest of the land, 
Cited by Dictator * Argus,' 

Must, perforce, hold up their hand ! 
By wmt special trick of juggling. 

Some intolerable surprise. 
That makes men distrust theii hearing, 

And at once reject their eyes ; 
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ARGUS'S DREAM. 107 

' Argus,' the poor driveler ' Argas,' 

Seemeth to himself to be 
Ultimate appeal in ractng. 

And condtuiTC referee; 

Fuff'd with pride, and windy triumphs, 

And long license in the past 
{Due to the contempt he merits), 

' Aigus ' neais Ae trap at last 
Down he comes with evoy prophet, 

' Sporting Life,' and ' Racing Times,' 
' Augur,' ' Priam,* all the dealers 

In vile prose and doggrel rhymes ; 
All the scum that lives by malice, 

All that owns the conscious snub, 
All that owes the grudge long-dated, — 

To do battle with ' the Club.' 

But, alack for human Mure t 

In the ' Cotmtii CltiUs ' despite, 
Soon the much too lealous ' Argus ' . 

Finds, fbnooth, that all's not right 

' Tit CoumHI Cltri.' C. C. Gierinc TUi gcnttoMU) bOaei'd m 
ill upon Ihii occanon u he £d od otben. He sapplied the Fiesi with 
infomutioQ relating to the debates t( the ' Jockey Clab ; ' bimI havii^ 
belnp'd his tnist at a ([entlemao, fiiush'd by nding with 'Aigia' 
in the moit ^len DMnner. All hit efibits, however, were in vain. 
'Atffox,' who leliis'd to apologiie, oc retract his letters, was wani'd off 
the Tnrf, and in spite of lawMiits and Inflnence was ctdoded lot tome 
ycai* ! when the nujori^ of the Club look the bao off him, much to 
the diegast of the rest. His punishment, however, had the efiect of 
making him more cautious, if not more modest, and acted as a wh<^- 
sone lesson to the general Preu. 
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ARGUS'S DREAM. 

Meanwhile, having sunk his clioits 

Fathoms deeper in the mud, 
On his own fool's cap ali^tmg 

Comes at last a cnuluog thud. 
Fairly sobei'd hy s treatment, 

Like tfiat rattW in the face. 
Which at once knock'd cheek and bounce 

Out cS the luckless champion. Mace. 
With just sense enough to know that 

He must pajr while others bntgfa, 
' Argus ' wakes, with sighs confessii^ 

Man may pay too dear fat chaff I 

Winter's gloomy months before him. 

With the pinch they're wont to send, 
And the glimpse of beef and pudding 

Vanishing at either end ; 
Stealthily, like thieves, obtrude thenif 

Thoughts unbidden and unpleasant : 
' Shall I get my usual douceurs, 

Woodcock, wild^duck, veniscMi, pheasant ? 
Will die ' Momti^ Post ' stick by me 

When it finds I'm gone to pot 7 
Hi^ly as I think of * Borthwick,' 

I opine that it will not ! 

' When they find we're done, and dried up, 
Interest fond affection smothers ; 

If aught ail a conespondent, 
Editors look out for others I ' 
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ARGUS'S DREAM. 

Chasf ning thoughts like these, I'm certain, 

Entet'd ' Argus' ' cta^ braia, 
Toning down bis flashy triuit^hs 

With A lOUiment of pain ; 
Like the slavey that Roman custom 

Fetter'd by the conqueror's side, 
Bidding him disturb at leisure 

All the pleasure of the ride. 
And I left him pondVing whether 

It were really worth hifl white 
To hare eam'd the right of signing — 

* Hr. Argus the Exile.' 



Ai tbe 'Morniag Post' might hare been ap^ed to, probaU; foi 
•ome dme, before tbq' fotmd ipttoe for tbii conUibntion, I wm agA<i 
compell'd to print 'Argus'i Dream* on m]r own accooDt. It ii un- 
neccnuy to My that I lent turn a few cojues. 
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jQetaimatitet no more; or, €bt la? of t^ 



'C'arewkll to Newmarket, &reireU to the plain 

Where so many times wain'd off I ou^t to have beeni - 
Newmarket no moie 1 Newmarket no more 1 
III, maybe, Tetom to Newmarket no more. 

There's the 'Punchestovrn Steeple Chase' stately and grand, 
Wheie myself and the Ladies engage the whole Stand ; 
Though Fenians may bluster, and Channel seas roar, 
111 be there — for Newmarket will have me no took. 

These tears that I shed they are all for the ' Press ; ' 
And have nothing to do with my pii\-ate distress. 
So let no one suppose I feel hurt on that score I — 
I had rather return to Newmarket no took. 

Though < Jockey Club ' hurricanes rise fm the wind, 
111 dismiss all such teapot aflaiis from my mind. 
Their laws are as musty and stale as old ' Noah I' 
So IVe made up n^ mind to be seen there no more- 
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NEWMARKET NO MORE. ii 

And rather than 'Aldcrofl ' should lose his 'new mount,' 
Oi ' Harlock ' should suffer on tny poor account ; 
With his stables as empty as thejr've been before, — 
111 consent to return to Newmarket no more. 

To leave thee behind me my heart is sak paio'd. 
Where so many crisp fivers by tattling IVe gain'd ; 
But a martyr to duty has honour in store, 
Thou^ Ibrbid to return to Newmarket no more 

Then duty, dear Public, must be my excuse ! 
Since gossip commands me how can I refuse ? 
Without it I ne'er can have merit for thee ; 
And of license depriv'd, I had better not be I 

I'm off then to ' Baden,' where ' Houiis ' awsut 
The favourite guest of ' Benazet ' the great 
To folks spcul'd like me, your Newmarket* s a bore t 
So ITe made up my nund to be sem there no more I 
Newma^et no more ! Newmarket no more I 
Mr. Argus letuios to Newmarket no more. 
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1873. 



T>OTSNT to dc^ and patient to endure, 

A frame like ' Hercules in miniature,' 
A man of pensive brow and modest eye. 
Mingling respect with conscious mastery ; 
Piepar'd to wait, to suffer, or make play, 
Or snatch by sudden rush the prize away ; 
All this combin'd with cunning tuuids, and head— 
You ask me who it is ? — the man is dead I 

On many a lace-course once he play'd bis part, 
Adnowledg'd master of the witching art 
Admir'd of Kings, and Chancellors beside, — 
(Who an in secret think that they can ride,) 
To him was given — oh hear it not with scorn, 
Ye o^ing Statesmen to the manner bom I 
Jockeys of Nations, who but go the pace 
To filch a lide and lose or sell the race ! 
To him was givm the firm yet graceful seat. 
The cimning hands, the bearit^ proud but neat. 
The mesmeretic power ye mostly lack. 
Whereby brutes know their master's on their back. 

All this he had and more — for honesty 
Beam'd in his face and sparkled in his eye. 
No touch of slander dimm'd his spotless shield, 
No bated breath the trust of rogues revcal'd ; 
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IN MEMORIAM— JAMES ROBINSON. 113 

His was the praise — and tnay-h^ his alone — 
The secrets of his master were his 01m. 
And long the sun of favour round him shone ; — 
Light lie the turf on thee, ' James Robinson 1 ' 
For come what will the world shall never see 
A greater master of his craft than thee I 

Methinks I see great 'Jersey's ' splendid shade, 
' Mark Wood ' and ' Thomhill ' in the grave long laid, 
And ' Bedford's ' Duke, and ' Rutland,' honour'd name, 
(Old-fashion'd sportsmen without feai or blame,) 
Gathering in solemn silence round thy bier, 
To drop a silent and a priceless tear. 
Giants they were in times, alas gone by, 
Ere gain usurp'd the place of rivalry ; 
To thee they bring a genuine tribute all, 
Not often meed of purple or of pall; 
Hear it ye modem jockeys 1 for ye must 
If you would shine like him — implicit trust. 
Behold him mounted by 'Frank Buckle's ' side ; 
Two memorable steeds the pair bestride ; 
With weights adjusted to the utmost pound 
By hand whose equal cannot now be found. 
Wide sweeps in silence round the famous twain 
The classic circle of Newmarket* 3 plain ! 
' Thousands ' are betted on the coming strife : — 
Where is the struggle that beats this in life ? 

They're off I they're lock'd together ! what a race I 
How grand the contest, and how great the pace I 
With a slight lead ' Frank Buckle ' shows the way, 
And makes, as is his wont, consummate play. 

VOL. II. I 
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lU IN MEMORt AM— JAMES ROBINSON. 

All shifts of cunnii^ in thdi turo he tries 
That fool the rash, and sometimes dupe the wise ; 
In vain he watches foi the rigna of grid', 
To take the stealthy puU that biii^ idief : 
F<» still unmoVd, and Iiuching at his knee 
Sits his great rival wi^p'd in mystery. 
Nearer and nearer comes the gatherii^ stonn ;— 
What heart so cold that doth not now grow warm ? 
For one or other shouts the maddoi'd crowd 
And paitisan-ship howls and shrieks aloud ; 
Of ' Rowley's ' cruel mile remains no moie 
Than the last lise, and barely lengths a score. 
One final effort, ' Suckle,' while you may. 
The goal is nearly won, and he can stay ! 
But coming now, as if by power of will, 
{For yet be sits immovable and still,) 
'Robinson 'challenges with horse half dead, — 
The knee becomes a shoulder, then a head ; 
Two lengths from home his last resource he tries. 
And sitting down the sounding whale-bone plies. 
Gamely 'tis answer'd in this strife of death, — 
Wide open flies the mouth that gasps for breath, — 
The ribs expanding burst the girths well-nigh, — 
Red glares the nostril, — starts the blood-shot eye 
And while the crowd declares that ' Buckle's ' beat, 
The Judge proclaims the finish ' a dead heat.' 



This ii an imaginaiy lace ; typictJ however of a Malch at New- 
laiket [iddea by Iwo liist-rate jockeys- The finest contest that racing 
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'MoKNiNO Post,' Ociobkk 31, 1873. 



npHERi was no ' bounce ' about it ! 

There were neither ' ib dot ands ; ' 
He would not take an ounce of we^ht 
At anybody's hands I 

* Eight stone tea ' and ' seven eleven,' 

(Twixt five years old and lluee ;) 
So said, at last, the sages 
That wnght for age should be. 

The course (Newmarkef a favourite) 
Was ' Rowley's ' famous mile : 

Both were tit, and both were well, 
And their owners both did smile. 

One came unlaurell'd to our shores ; 

But there he vanquish'd all ; 
And challet^ed last the fleetest steed 

That fed in any stall. 

* Prince Charlie ' of Newmarket 

At once his flag unfurl'd ; 

He was the wonder of his day 

' The miier ' of the world. 
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Ii6 THE GREAT MATCH AT NEWMARKET. 

The children of two ntighty lands 

In liraliy looked on \ 
But the gallant sons of England 

Betted freely — ' two to one.' 



' Prince Charlie ' was the grandest hone 

That evei drew a rein ; 
There's not a babe in England 

Will see his like again. 

' Feat-itie ' perhaps was ' fifteen two,' 
And ' Charlie ' two hands b^ter ; 

A match it was to look up(nv 
Like David and GoliaUi. 

' Peut-6tre ' (the son of Ventre St Gris,) 
Made running — "ventre I terre;' 

But ever at his quarter lay 
The giant — wuting there. 

So now they've pawed the ' Bushes hill,' 

The ' dip ' is entered now, 
And ' Charlie ' pridu bis gallant ears 

And mounts the ' Rowley ' brow. 

Peihi^ the rise may tell on turn ? 

Perhaps ! peut-^tre ? — but see 
Prince Chailie cornea 1 Prince Chailie ! 

And who should win but he ? 
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THE GREAT MATCH AT NEWMARKET. i\j 

like a sun-beam o'a the waters, 

Like a stonn athwart the sky, 
The ^nt cones like ligjitiung, 

And in a flash sweeps by. 

One shake — and theie is no perhaps ! — 

The beating's no disgrace ; 
*FeBt4tre' yields to the giandeM hone 

That ever won a face. 



'Ptut-itrt! Astonished the English, and I believe his friendi, by 
lint winniic the C«M(cwilch of 1875 — when hit ownen in s moat 
chivalroni mood proceeded to cboIlenKe 0117 hone in the woild to 
ran at w^ht bx age^ attg tbe Rmrley mile, for a tboiBand sovardgns. 
Tbi* cfaftUrage was accepted bjr ' Prince Chulw ; ' and after lefeiriic 
to tbe aotbcvities, it wai decided that the weight for age between a five 
jrcftn old and a tlitee ibould be a difference of Ihiiteen lb. The match 
created much excitement ; and was look'd at in an fntemational point 
of views but tbe betting Erom ttirt to finish wa« two to me on 'Prince 
Charlie,' who was ridden bjr Fany. The race came off as herein 
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de l^umouni of a lElace<Cain:«e. 



Bbocm 1870 ; FiHisHiD iStB. 



T N days gone by, folks went, as now, the pRce ; 
And Grecian chariots were tbe fint to race; 
No paltiy puise of gold the victors aim. 
But wreath of oAw, and undying fame. 
H^ijuer at least in * Pindar ' for a ecribe, 
Than the dull [uptngs of oar ' Prophet tribe !' 

Then tyrants clad in purple and in pall, 
Strove to compete, but got the stem black ball 
Which publish'd to the World, for all to see, — 
^7%'Olympk Club is only for the &ee I' 
And hence, no doubt, the ' Noble Turf' can dium 
Its thorough freedom and its genuine game ; 
No royal toad to victory is here 1 
Upon the race-course every man is peer. 
Wealth cannot purchase — fancy cannot make 
The rich-man's horse the winner of the stake, — 
Not money lend the beaten racer wings, — 
Nor bvour rule, as in most other things. 

' SVrttUh e/oUv^' Kinvo^. The priiefbi the winner <tf the duuiot 
race was ■ wreath of olive. It vu cut with a golden ricUe by 1. bo; 
(both of wboM paienU were alive) fiom the lacied olive tree Ouaitt 
KoXXior^avoc. 

•The OlymfU CM.' Thii in fact it -wu. Certtun Greek Citiei 
were Its oiiginal Members ; and veiy charj the; were of admitting 
«lnngen, no mattei how high-plac'd. 
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THE HUMOURS OF A RACE-COURSE. \\% 

A strife it is before the world confess'd — 
Where the chief prize is ^ven to the best. 

Deliver me from ' flymen ' still say I ! 
Those shrewd discounters of necessity ; 
Unwater'd roads, 'pikes' that make progress vain, 
And scores of drivers cursing in a lane. 
Dusty or drench'd we reach the ' Stand ' at last, 
And in fresh sorrows quite forget the past. 

What sounds are these that mix in Babel's hum ? 
The jangling harp, the yellings of the ' Scum,' 
The twang of ballads 'contra bonos mores,' 
And the stale jokes of 'improvisatores ;' 
Temper'd by warnings of Policeman A, 
Who keeps his temper but still has his way. 
Those who consider ' Job ' a poet's whim, 
May have all doubts lemov'd by watching him. 

Haik I 'tis ' the ' bugler ' who proclaims the start I 
Leaps to the mouth at once the public heart. 
A gath'ring roar ensues; — a shriek is heard 
Rx)m lips by gain or loss too fiercely stiri'd ; 
And see, ' the telegraph ' makes matters pldn, 
And ' all the Prophets ' are all wrong t^jiuiL 
But hope returns at once to ' plunger's ' feces ; 
For this is but the first of thirteen races. 

A shower of min aoxiss the race-course passes, — 
' Legs ' wipe their hats, and gentle-folks their glasses. 
Like wUd-fowl scatter'd by the falcon's wing. 
The startled fair at once to shelter spring ; 
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lao THE HUMOURS OF A RACE-COURSE. 

A nuh is nude into the rtauning SUnd, 

And nlk lunbrellu in a wtn. enund. 

E'en gorgeous Dames in many coloins deck'd. 

For once treat humble ' ginghams ' with respect ; 

From Summer clouds when sudden sbower-boths fidi, 

Tis ' Madntosh '<»< Briggs ' that's Lord of All I 

But let no pity dull you with dismay; 

For all these damaged robes some man will pay ; 

And the fair Hamfj*!* Anil again a^^iear. 

Brighter than flowers ttf the new-bcnn year. 

True Brit(«s, when a HoUda/s b^un, 
Will feed from mwning to the set of Sun, 
And never seem a pin the wOTse, I think, 
Unless it be, at divers times, for drink. 
But peremptory Fashion eats at two ; 
And see 1 from ev'ry coach-top start to view 
Cold cunie and ic'd prawns, sirloins, and lamb, 
With Yorkshire's noble cognisance the ham : 
'Gules' in a treasure bound of' argent' fat! — 
* Sardanapalus ' had cheer'd up for that ; 
And shaking off his limpness, peck'd again 
At claret cups, or ' Gtesler's ' ic'd champagne. 

But now, with twai^;liiig hatps and voices ctack'd. 
Come all the many plagues that Egypt lack'd. 
Here carol ballad-gtrls with Uowsy hair. 
And ' Gingef's ' latest Opera splits the air ; 

'Gittgtr'i laltit Oftra.' Thii enterpriiiiic imffx and eompaaer 
m»y be Ken on most lace-courees, dMorated with u many medals (of 
hii own inrention) as s French Marshil. He is at the lop of his 
prolcMion, and a clever fdlow. 
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THE HUMOURS OF A RACE-COURSE. m 

With &ce3 reding Enough a sooty maeque, ' 
St GUes's Ethiopians ply theii task ; 
Meanwhile one native Aiiican dis^yi 
His forty grinders to the public gaze. 
A gipscy sorceress not devoid of chenns, 
Now pleads for several babies all in aims ; 
Sixpence persuades the black-ey'd maid to go, 
And leaves us thinking of ' Miss Martineau.' 
The ' lost Improvisator ' makes me sad ; — 
But who shall say ' 'twas Phoebus drove him mad V 
' Upon the left a white-hair'd gent you see, 
It is the NobU fferl of WttuMhtel' 
If rhyme ran short he never paus'd to find it ! 
And sense, poor wretch, he ever shot behind it. 
' Remember your old woman I ' shouts a dame 
That for these forty years has scream'd the same ; 
As if the luckless wight that once had met her 
Were — in his life-time, likely to forget her. 
To her ' strong-men ' and ' conjurers ' succeed j 
Old soldiers— rascals of no common breed, — 
With masters of the game cali'd ' Ring the Bull,'— 
Especial black-guards against whom I'm full 
Then 'Irish Mary' of the down-cast eyes, 
With choice of flowers your button hole supplies, 
And sUly whispers, as she smooths ha gown, 
Her peck of troubles,— cur'd by ' half a crown.' 

* TTit hsf Tmprovisafer.' The lines here given were actnalljr those 
us'd. ■ God keep him humble 1 ' 

' Irith Mary.' A flower girl. She came out first »t the Cutragh, 
wbete I saw bei in 1S70. She was then meditaline a flitting to 
England, which she shortly catiied out. I hope to hei own advautage. 
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But time is caD'd — it is the ' Stewud's Cup I' 
And thirty numbera on the board are up. 
Come to the noisy ring, and scan with me, 
The special brokers of a mystery 
That sends ' one ' home a winner from its mart, 
For twen^ losers with a broken heart 

Who is this burly man that lacks a waist ? 
With eyes intelligent, and cheeks of paste ? 
And yonder wight that to his shoulder reaches ? 
Who writes as &st as f other bets and screeches. 
Good men they are and true, that run io pairs. 
And for these twenty years have still gone shares. 
Long has that sturdy spirit rul'd ' the Ring,' 
And laid the odds to Commoners and King ; 
With wealthiest peers in heaviest wagers vied ; 
Or ' on eommission ' skinn'd the countrj-sidfc 
So deep his policy, his wit so trim, 
Blunder who may, the maze is clear to him. 
Should ' Kivers Wilson ' fail, his head might work 
Financial freedom for the ruin'd Turk I 

And near his comer jostle, shout, and shriek 
The minor ' winds,' and puff the botst'rous cheek. 
Good fellows they, — and of a sterling sort; 
IHty their trade's so good, and ' odds ' so shixt, 

'SUmm'J tAt ctimlTy-tide.' Tbeie ii a great deal erf talent shown 
in drang thii properly. The cummixuon should be executed oa all 
points at once, so that the book-maken may not take the alarm. The 
gentleman who had the commission to back Lord Hastings's 'Iiectnrer* 
when he w<m the 'Cesarewitch' in t866, retum'd the odds of lif^ 
thotuand pounds to one thousand, which he had taken in smalla beb 
all orer the countrr. All the birds in the Decoy akoukl be takea at 
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That few, above a dozen years requiie ; 

Tin j^ur late footman blossoms forth a Squire. 

Say who are these in paiti-colours dress'd, 
A sky-blue coat, red hat, and pea-green vest ? 
Around whose feet the gaping public throng? 
To what profession do these knaves belong ? 
^lAst-meit ' they are 1 — a very sUpp'iy set, 
Who, spite of laws, for ' ready-money ' bet. 
fiags round their necks, and tickets in their hands, 
* Odds ' on their lips, and cutty-stools for stands. 
For sudden dis^tpearances renown'd. 
And should a bvourite win, too seldom found. 
Shun these ingenuous youth, and trusting msud ! 
Nor tempt the masters of the ' nimming' trade. 
And thou policeman use thy pond'rous force 1 
And sweep them ' bag and baggage ' off the course: 

In days gone by, upon that breezy steep, 
Where Goodwood's many courses wind, and sweep, 
A troop of ' Wehhen' gather*d on the sly, 
Kemote from 'Sir John Maxwell's' piercing eye. 

'Idit-nun.' A 'ilang* word for ipoitsmeii who take teadj inaaej 
and deliTci tickets puipottiiig to lelurn tho nun deposited, together 
with the odd» tud against the winoer, InunedUtdy the race ii over. 
They arenot ahrap tobefonDdsoeaailjFas they weteliefbTe It; tulet* 
drcomstancea rachas 'a good day' or 'a good betting race' enconnge 
them to remain and pay. 

' Wehkert' It ii not eas; to aaj lAeace tMt «rocd came. There 
are few race meetingi in which oat at more of thcK doea tiot meet with 
condign punishment at the hands of his dnpes \ and there have been 
instance* in which th« wrong man wai made over to the tender meides 
of the mob. The scene here describ'd took place at Doncaster en the 
L^er Dajr 1878. 

'Sir/^n MasViU' A Scotch Baronet whose name is not on- 
known in Middlesex, on licensing days. 
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Five races pus'd with various ' ups and downs,' 
They gstha'd freely, and dispeiu'd the crowns. 
When lo ! a sixth appears I — the strife grew hot ! 
Nothing was back'd but one * tremendous pot' 
No choice was left, — as ' fielders ' none would bet. 
One of the band was posted ' en vedette/ 
To bring them tidings ; — and from far he sees 
Cant'iing in front, the * Favourite ' at his ease. 
Quick as a thief that hears the ' hue and cry,' 
He runs — and bellows as he passes by, 
' Fly to the 'btrdlest' woods — the favourite wins I' 
Down tumble they, a hurried rush begins \ 
And long before the winner had weigh'd in, 
There was not left the value of a pin. 

So now towards their debtors winners press 
To draw the produce of their cleverness. 
' Yokels ' come smiling with victorious faces. 
And find — hey-day I — a score of empty places I 
With a few lists of unices made to quote, 
About as precious as a ' Glasgow note.' 
But mark, how wise these light-heel'd spoTtsmen wer«, 
And what had happen'd had folks caught them there. 

Behold a row I and thither all are gone 
Except the wise who prudently look on. 
A scDsckas mob now this, now that side flits ; 
Pockets are pick'd, and hats are smash'd to bits, 
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While in the shifting centre there fq>peai 
Uplifted aims that duhs in vengeance rear. 
At last it opens like a travelling bag, 
And bniis'd, and Ueeding, and without a rag, 
A ' Wclsher ' comes — by two policemen led, 
While half a dozen more protect his head. 
Britons alone love fair-play at a pinch ; 
But Welshera are consign'd to Justice Lynch. 

The sinking sun now dears the crowd ^nce. 
And the day doses with a selling race. 
A day of shatter'd hopes, and heavy losses. 
Some glorious struggles, and perhaps some ' crosses.' 
But yet the wed is young, — so n<Mie give in; 
Three days are left to make things worse, or win. 
A chancy game it is, no donbt, and yet 
The British Public ever loves a bet 
And better thus — though prudent folks gainsay. 
Than gambling in the Funds, or private play, 
At least, 'tis practis'd in the face of day ! 
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'X'hey sallied fiwth from Algiers 

In tenible array 
To devastate, and plunder, 

And reive, and bunt, and slay, 
And dvilise the ' Kabayle ' 

In his mountains, if they may ! 

Sons ot Freedom-giving France, 
Forth on glorious best they ride ! 

Theii's her honour to advance, 
Their's to check her foeman's pride I 

And show the World that war's reality 

May yet be soften'd by ' true chivalry.' 



' PelUtia's Kaid.' Thebnniiiigof are&actoifHill tribc'theOuled 
B*;*,' in the ovetns In which they had taken reloge, wu the first feat 
that introduced 'Col' Peliisiet' to the notice of Europe. Itcieateda 
ray strong feeUng against the French method of tulv«>cill|; the came 
of dTiUaUkn. This worth;, (a SpadHsin of the ferccit aort that ever 
came out of the work-ihop of 'Manhal Bugeaud' — 'Fqia Bogeand'ot 
• hisIanifas'caU'dbim,)liT'd to be himself a Marshal ondei the Second 
Empire, and wai in the conunand in the War of the Crimea 1855, if 
my menoiy serve me i^hlly. 
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The ' Onled Raya ' saw them 

From his nest in the rock on high. 
Saw the blazing village and the dust of pillage, 

And the watch-fires l^^t the sky. 
And he took down his fother's sword 
Where it hung behind the door; — 
And he saddled his fleet steed, trusty and true at need, 

And he caught his lance up, — and he swore 
By the Heaven above, and the Earth beneath, 
* He would keep his own in the Frenchman's teeth ! ' 

So * Pelissier ' burnt on. 
But to meet hiro never horseman irtieel'd 
. In smoking hamlet, ravag'd field, 
Foemen saw he none ; 
They had left the bloody plain, 
Where their bravest foi^t in vain. 

For the caverns in the rocks ; 
And plut^d in with household gear. 
And wives, and children dear, 

And aged sires, and flocks ! 

The chilling eaith-damp dripp'd 

From the diadows on the wall ; 
And the Leader's footstep tripp'd 

As he gain'd that fatal hall 
For torches cast 
Uncertain light and dread, 
O'er the slimy things, that tread 
On the faces of the dead. 
When all's pass'd. 
Sounds of terror growling came, ; 
Like the rushing of the flame 
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That shall roai on Earth's appointed 'day of doom 1' 
While the nodding owl beholds, 
And the anakc uncoils his folds, 

And ' Azrael ' waVd his wings in the glooni. 
And the ' Gnome ' laugb'd loud and shrill 
In the echoes of the Hill ; 
And the ' Ghoole ' in silence sat, 

Cheek to jowl beside the bat I 
And he counted that doom'd crew ; 
Wives, and maidens, not a few, 
Aged sires and warriors true ^— 

And ever as he glowei'd wish'd them moie. 
And be grinn'd a smile to thank 
The 'Spahis' of the Frank 

That had fed him with the best, oft befinra. 

Up the pass the squadrons come I 
Tramp of horse, and tuck of dnini. 
See the ' Tricolor ' advance I 
See the citizens of Fiance, 
Cheating still a tedious way, 
With some old Provencal lay, 
Or a tale of wonders done. 
Ere set Napoleon's scorching sun ; 
Suddenly, and terribly. 
As such setting ought to be I 

Why plunge no trees with deadly shock ? 
Topples DO crag from yonder rock ? 
Rains no shot from the defts of the Hill ? 
Why are the ' Ouled Raya' still? 
Is it folly? is it pride? — 
Up the pass the foemen ride, 
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And near that cavern vaat 
Fiercely then the bugle hom 
Gives out notes of war and scorn, 

Till the wailing blast 
Echoing through those vaulted halls, 
Along the ragged roof and walls, 

Strikes the foe at last 
Telling that the Frank is there, 
Bold to do, and prompt to dare, 
Quick to strike, and slow to spare I 
And the chillness cX the cave 
Doublii^ on that sad conclave, 
For a while umnann'd the brave, 

And quite un-nerv'd the fair I 

Thra a voice was heard to say ; — 
' Yield proud ' Kabayle ' while ye may ! 
Will ye die, like loping fox, 
Stifled in his den of rocks ? 
Wood is there enough, I trow. 
Waving on yon mountain's brow ! 
Yield ! or straight remorseless hand 
Builds the pile, and fires the brand I' 

But no answering voice arose 
From the cavern-hidden foes ! 

Silence fill'd the place I 
And the terrors that precede 
A dark and nameless deed, 

Hush'd ribalds for a space; 
But an eagle saeam'd alone, 
On the Mountain's topmost stone \ 

VOL. IL 
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And a string of ravens pass'd, 
Croaking, hurrying down the blatt 

Like bidden guests too late. 
And the Vulture's felon crew 
Hung like specks in lether bine : — 

Each beside his mate. 

Then die trumpet clang rung forth again, 

And a buzz of anger ran 

Down the line, from man to man I 

Swords were loosen'd in the sheath ; 

Oaths were mutter'd through the teeth. 

And the 'Sapeut's' axe fiaah'd blight 

In the sun's departing light, 

And frequent fell the trees 

As leaves before the breeze 
Of Winter — when he strips the plain. 

With a whizz, and whirr, and crash 

As the stubborn oak and ash 

Came hurtling down below. 

Twas a weary sight 

By the Moon's cold light 

To see the death-pile grow. 

Rugged cork-tree boles were time, 

Shafts of aloes slim and bare, 

Holly, myrtle, arbutus, 

Oak, and thorn, and gum cistus, 
A goodly blaze 'twill be ! 

And the smoke in wreaths shall drift, 

From every mountain rif^ 

And short shall be th« shiift t , 
And none shall flee ! 
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There were sounds of woe, and fiear 
Within that cavern drear I 
Women and wea^ ones clave 
In terror to the brave, 

And pleaded hard for life ; — but in Vain. 
And the gaUant war-horse neigh'd 
In the ever-growing shade : 
And his picket-ropes he strain'd, 
For ever he disdain'd 

To die, except on glorious battle-plain. 
And the watch-dog's sullen whine, 
And the lowing of the kinc, 
Gave a token and a sign t 
As when the Heavens frown. 
And a thunder cloud stoops down 
From Atlas' rockjr crown. 
Or the poisonous Simoom 
Brings inevitable doom, 
And a land-wreath for a tomb. 

Men of mortal make and mould. 
Wilful though ye be, and bold, 
Yield I — For fiends alone I wis, 
Counsell'd warfare such as this I 

Then came on the startled fowl 
Fiie-sii^d bat and shrieking owL 
Bellow'd then the fiame behind 
Roaring like the Desert Wind. 
Ashen shower, and sultry blast. 
Fiery meteors rushing past. 
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Smoke as black as that which veils 
From Vesuvius' jaws, or Hell's, 

O'er all the mountain hung ! 
And the ruthless soldiers bore 
On their broad backs, wood in store ; — 

And ever as they toil'd, they sung, — 

' Heap on the f^ots ! Heap them on bravely I 

Short time remains to us I 
Stab them with lances t shoot them like vnld beasts ! 

What are their pains to us ? 
Are they not hill-men ? are they not enemies 7 

Why should we spare them ? 
What are our lances for, what are our sabres for ? 

Why do we weaf them ? 

So the lire went down at last, 
As sinks the teropest>blast 

When the good-ship lies a wreck upon the tocks.— 
When the peril scares no more, 
And the dead men strew the shore. 

And the sea-birds hover round in flocks. 

Rarely from the smould'ring ashes. 
Leaps the flame in fitful flashes ! 
Showing like the plague-spot dread 
On the limbs of one just dead 
Where the seething Nile sweeps by 
Storied Thebes, or Memphis high. 
Prithee, hold awhile thy breath 
In this avenue of death I 
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The smoke drift eddies still 
From the bowels of the hill ; 

Let it clear 1 
For neither shriek nor groan, 
Warrior's ^out nor woman's moan, 

Canst thou heal I 
They are silent, — rilent all, — 
With horror for a pall ! 
So should not brave men foil 1 

Enter now, with jest and jeer ! 
Those that wielded sword and spear, 
Group'd Id ^:ony they lie I 
Sword and spear no more to ply. 
And the strong r^ht hand 
Of the best of the band 
Is charr'd; — as he diave 
His da^er throu^ the slave 
Who feai'd a fiery grave 

And would have fled ! 
And the shrivell'd infant rests 
Between the mother's breasts. 
And her aims are cross'd. 
And her mantle is toss'd 

O'er his head. 
Woman I ever brave and true, 
Such, and much more wilt thou do 

For thy child I 
Whether thou hast borne him in 
Pomp, or penury, or sin, 

Town, or Desert wild. 
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Whether he be daric ta nig^t, 
Or as radiant angel bright, 

Sdll, he's thine own I 
Thy heart-strings rovind him ding. 
Be he peasant, slave, or King 1 

Bat not for his throne I 

See, thine heel has cranch'd a skull I 

Yester-e'en it was a Chiefs, 
Full c^ poliqr, poor gull I 

Rack'd by Freedom's hopes and griefs ; 
The fire hath dried his brain ! 
But he died without a stain 1 
And more, tike him, remain, 

Though they lurk 
By sandy waste, and wold, 
With the lion in his hold ; 
Then how shall ruth or gold 

Stay the work ? 
There is nothing left to leain 1 
The lesson's sharp and stem ! — 
* Swords will slay — and fire bum I' 

Be it BO I 
The ' Frank ' has mothers too 
And sorely shall they rue 
Of ' Felissier's ' fierce crew 

This day's blow. 
For the dweller on the plain, 

And the ' Kabayle ' of the Hill, 
And the Arab, and the Moorman, 

And all that gather still 
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When ' Abd-el-Kader's ' banners 

Are lightly flung on high ; 
Shall scatter mercy to the winds ; — 

And those who lose must die t 
Withdraw t withdraw I the smoky reek 

Hangs on the bee of dxy, 
And ye half disturb the Vulture 

Your follower, from his prey. 
Withdraw I withdraw 1 the * Kabayl« ' 

May be lining pau and glai, 
With maites of fierce women 

And bands of furious men. 

Enough has been done I 
The ' Cross (rf Honour's ' won I 
The robber has been cnuh'd, 
And his death-shriek hush'd 

In the flame's wild roai. 
And none has scap'd to tell 
The hotrors diat befe), 
The tribe who dar'd rebel I— 
Could all the powers of Hell 

Do more? 

Go where worth reposes 
Ankle deep in roses ! 
Go ! where tendrils of the vine 
Round your laurell'd brows may twine ! 
Go ! where poeta shall rehearse 
All your deeds in jingling verse. 
Go ! and be your valiant band 
Limn'd by ' Horace Vetnet's ' hand ! 
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Let him paint tbe Chicftun brave 
Pointing to tbe yawning care ! 
Let the de«db&es ^tter bright 
On tbe nble robe of Ni^t ! 
Showing ereiT visage grim 
Toiling back, and straining limb. 
Proudly in the middle sky 
Let good store of ' Victmies ' fiy I 
Scattering wreaths, and sowing flowers, 
In one (rf Glory's gaudiest showers ! 
Thus shall ' Vemef s ' art rqieat 
* Felisn^s ' ttnrivall'd feat 
Children yet unborn shall gaze 
Proudly on the cheerful blaze ; 
And not unworthy of such sires, 
Emulate, at need, their iires. 
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%n Q^emorUim—lLotD George iBmtfncft. 

DEDICATION OF THE POEM ' ABD-EL-KADER.' 



Wbittbn March 9, 1850. Pubush'd 1851. 



n^o give in pleasant guiBe « simple tale. 

To win ^plause where learned pedants tail, 
To furbish up with wit Truth's antique gold, — 
This was the poet's privil^e of old ! 

Truly they spoke who bade him seek the wood% 
The melody of birds, the drone of floods, 
Quitting betimes the gloss and glare of Rome 
For simple pleasures and a nistic home ; 
Tuneless in Mammon's halls the lyre is strung ; 
Arcadians listen'd where Arcadians sung. 
Yet, undeterr'd by this ephemeral age, 
The world's indifference, and the critic's rage, 
Old reverence and new sorrow bid me tell 
What many feel, but few can know so well. 
On Britun's weal let ' Cotton-Leagues ' attend I 
I have mine office, — for I had a fiiend 1 

Not his those spurious arts that win the crowd ; 
For such base fame he was a world too jM'oud. 
He made no reckless bid for place and power. 
Offspring he was — not parent of his hour. 
And yet he serv'd his country to the knite. 
And gave her — what she valued most— his life ! 
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Tlie decent ' Janus,' nurs'd in crafts ti State, 
Fear'd his lebuke, and lent him all his hate. 
Hie world so long unconsdoas of his parts, 
Deem'd a man unfit to conquer hearts. 
The few who read his soul in friendship's hour, 
Confess'd his genius, scarce foresaw his power. 

His form how glorious, his dark eye how dear I 
How cower'd a rogue before his damning sneer ; 
How small a tridctter show'd — how more than base, 
Stnick by his dub, all phases of di^race 1 
B^re his stem rebuke bronz'd lawyers quail'd, 
And thieves detected trembled as they rail'd. 
Wthal, the guileless spirit of a child 
Mail'd in the proof of honour undefil'd ; 
Slow to believe malignant slander's breath. 
But to a convict pitiless as death. 
A friend's misfortune ever prompt to feet, 
He pass'd not by aloof, but stopp'd to heaL 
A good Samaritan too oft repaid 
With injuries and wrong for vital aid. 

0±ers might boast more questionable arts 
In twisting facts, more sleight in juggling hearts. 
Rough truths 'he ' publish'd, in frieze jerkins dight,— 
(His was no gift at 'tickling ears polite.') 
An honest man with noblest zeal inspir'd, 
No threats appall'd him, and no labour tir'd. 
Bent to repress the ' license ' of his times. 
He tore their silken draperies from crimes ; 
Straight to the point he went — abiupt and dry. 
Tricks he call'd ' knavery,' — and a lie — ' a lie,' 
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Pinning the veriest ' Proteus ' down with shame 
To the vile thing — stripp'd of the venial name. 

Blight was this prospect checkei'd by young hope; 
Starts up at once a ' Titan ' arm'd — to cope 
With adverse Fate agmst unvarying odds, 
Clamour or men, and press of recreant ' gods.' 
Alas — though triple loses crown the draught, 
Goblets may shiver ere their juice be quaff'd t 

Within the portals of that gloomy gate 
Where ' Harcourt House ' maintains Batavian State, 
To the right hand a modest chamber lies ; — 
(No scarlet boxes greeting curious eyes.) 
Yet there he drudg'd, — ^with more results to show 
Than well paid Minister in State Bureau : 
Health foiling — food neglected — rest foregone 1 — 
But like the ' mettled racer ' struggling on ; 
Unconscious of the paltry bounds assign'd 
To strongest frame, and most capacious mind. 

Alas, my Mend I had all been such as thou, — 
Honest, and true, — I had not moum'd thee now ; 
The springy turf of Goodwood's wide domain, 
The stirring contests of Newmarlcet's plain — 
Thou hadst not left, for scenes where ' parties ' rave ; 
A worn-out spirit, and an early grave I 

Grey morning saw thee fall of kindly cheer ; 
Dark evening brooded pall-wise o'er thy bier : 
A voice of mourning chill'd the winter's blast ; 
Along mute wires th' electric tidings pass'd : 
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Palace and castle, hall and peasant's col, 
In grief agreeing, all but grief forgot : 
Friends wept, foes pitied, — envy ceas'd to chide ; 
AH fdt the loss of merit none denied I 

Long shall that day, that mistn^U day. 
Be maric'd with black till I too rest in dajr; 
Long shall the sturdy fiuioer's honest heart 
Deplore his loss, and his unfinisb'd part : 
The plain well-wisher to the common-weal 
Shall miss his homespun style, and dauntless zeal ; 
And those who fill his place perceive with dread 
What matchless powers centei'd in the dead. 

To thee, great heart I I dedicate this tal^ 
Wherein great wars and laith impeach'd prevaiL 
A great man's knell — by multitudes oppfcas'd : — 
Like Ceylon's beast half driven, half caress'd 
Beyond the treacb'rous pahsadoe's gate ; — 
Docile no more, but circumspect too late. 
Deeds, such as thou, (despising Statesmen's frowns, 
And dear-bought harmonies of cordial crowns,) 
Hadst surely stripp'd of tinsel, gloss, and glare. 
And given to scorn — dishonour'd, gaunt, and bar& 

Others may dedicate to soothe their grief 
Historic brass in honour of their chief^ — 
I have it not to give I — but what is mine. 
Verse and a tear, shall mingle at thy shrine ! 
Accept the best a sonowing heart can give; 
And with thy virtues, may our friendship live ! 

' MisirabU day: ai"* Sep'. 1848. 
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T AND of £t Gharb 1 the wild the changeless West 
Where science cieeps afoot, and arts are few, 
And mountain clans abide, of glens possess'd 

That housed their sires when Carthage yet was new. 
Over thy snowy peaks Rome's ea^e flew 

Leaving few traces, though she kept thee long 
And ml'd thee wisely, as few conquerors do ; — 

And still in Santon's tale and Minstrel's soi^ 

Hovers her m^hty name o'er all that's great and str(»ig. 

The sea-cascades that sometime top man's wall, 

Severing harvests from her old domftin, 
The waves that cannonade the strong mole, &1I 

For many a winter's ebb and fiood in vain ; 
Cunning hath bridled Neptune's horse, the Hun I 

But ever in some hour of jeopardy. 
Impetuous Ocean re-asserts his reign ; 

Short is the water's rage — small hope to flee, — 

Wild waves contend with sands where homesteads wont to be. 

So, in these Highlands where Jugurtha fought, 

And Djuijuia rears his snowy peak on h)|^, 
And Atlas huge dispels the Simoom fraught 

With poison from Saharas fumac'd sky, — 
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The stream of conquest ever rushes by, 
And leaves no sign ; — myrtle, dwarf oak, green ba]rs 

Fold buried cities in their shrubbery ; 
The work that should have been for aye, decays. 
And where the Legion growled, the Bedouin's hetfer strays. 

From rod and glen return the im'stine race, 

Unchanged in feature, and untam'd in mood. 
With lealot's rage, art's wonders they deiace. 

And welcome Freedom to a solitude. 
One kindred impulse fir'd these spirits rude, 

Devis'd of faith and sense, Arabia's creed 
Pnblisb'd by scimetars with gore embrued \ — 

' Empire or Houris the Believer's meed I ' 

Spur of the locust tribes that tether Yemen's steed. 

Yet did the Camel-Driver's swarm pass by 

Heaven-impuls'd, to the vineclad Spanish land, 
Where ' vegas ' girt with ' sierras ' icy-high, 

Along the course of andent floods expand. 
Art grac'd their mission, — ntany a cunning hand 

Flung palaces for Khalifs on die steep 
Of rocks prenipt, by halcyon breeze &nn'd. 

Hesperidean fruits displac'd the sheep ; 

The Paradise zeal won wise monarchs long did keep. 

Meanwhile the Berber race look'd on unchang'd. 
Borrowing from Mecca, save her Koran, nought. 

Bom among toppling crags the Kabayle rang'd 
O'er vast Aurasius, Gelitnet's resort, 

■ GtUmer^ Gdimer was the last and Gcnseric the first of the Vandal kingB of 
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And dan with clan in vengeful quarrel fought ; 
Careless whose sword might win or lose the phdn, 

Ceesar's or Genseric's ! — Ishmaet oi the Forte ; 
lliese Atlaattean tribes that brook no chidn 
Keep with their leer's sword the mountaineer's domain. 



A sacred war is preacb'd 1 — the Santoni roam 

Pubhshing battle, over hill and waste. 
' The Frank has cross'd the northern Ocean's foam. 

Your mosques are desecrate, your tombs defac'd. 
Haste to the Prophet's standard 1 Modem haste I 

Speak out El Ghail) I oi be Ccs ever dumb I 
Algiers is captive I lalim cowers disgtac'd ; 

As through hxx cities rolls th'insultiog drum ; 

To matsbal countleu hosts wfaoae i«j of death is come ! ' 



3tiD«el«KaDet's SOiotess to tis jToUofvetis. 

PtrBUuTo 1S51. 



CAirro t. Passage 93. 

'"T'hbke were days when true believers 

Id the cause of faith agreed, 
Spai'd no nation, fear'd no numbers, 

Cmv'd no wealth but arms smd steed. 
From the pastures of the Nedjed, 

From sweet Yemen's fertile earth, 
And the dreary shores of Hejaz, 

(Noble since the Prophet's birth,) 
Come the destin'd to dominioa ! 

Uke ft little cloud arose 
The first dark'nii^ of a tempest 

That had Infidels for foes. 

Single-hearted be the Patriarchs, 
' Victory or death their chcBce, 
Few at first, but much-enduring 

Followers haii'd the Prophet's voice. 
Men liv'd then who knew not slackness, 

Tum'd not back for fear or gain, 
Men whose swords were never idle, 

And whose honour had no stain. 
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' IslSm's ' shepherds then were watchful, 

Wise of l^art and stout of hand, — 
'Abubekir ' lannch'd her armies, — 

Or just ' Omar ' held command. 
Simple fare, and modest raiment. 

Easy access for the poor 
Render'd the first ' Khalifs ' noble, — 

Virtue made theii sceptres sure. 
From the risen Sun of Mecca 

Stream 'd insufferable rays, 
Vanquisb'd nations mark'd its zenith, — 

' Giaours ' perish'd in its blaze. 
It was then from Riffian mountains, 

Venturous Taric cross'd the main, 
With a band of true believers 

To the paradise of Spain, 

' AbideUr 9r jutt Omar.' These iwre the two fiwt K.hilifii, or vice- 
geienti of the FropheL Abubekii wai the 6tth«t of Afesha, the 
litvoarite wife of Mahomet. He liisi took the title of Khali&. Hi* 
name signilieB 'the fether of the Virgin,' all the test of the Prophet's 
wives having been previously muried to othcn. Omu was the first to 
take vp the title of ' Emii el Moumenin,' or Commuider of the Faith- 
fbl. He was the ^her of Hassa another of Mahomet's wives. On his 
death-bed Ibn Abbis and Ali comforted him saying — that he would 
leave no cHie behind him that could charge him with injustice. ' Testify 
this for mel' swd he earnestly, — 'at the day of judgment!' Tbqr 
gave him their hands in promise ; but he exacted (iom them that they 
should give him a written testimonial, and that it should be buried with 
him in his grave. In his reign, thirty-rix thousand towns, castles, and 
strongholds were taken 1 — Suciessort efSfahcmit, Washington Irving. 

' Venturous Tarie.' One hundred Arabs and ibur hundred Africans 
pass'd over in four vessels from Tangier or Centa under the command 
of 'Tarick' or 'Tarif,' in the gi'' year of the Hejira, in the month of 
Ramadan (July) A.D. 7)0. Gibbon, chapter 5t. 
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ABD-EL^KADEICS 

Soon, ftom breezy ctiffii the palace 

Smil'd, the wantor castle frown'd, 
TVuit trees Uossoin'd in the ' v^a,' — 

Pleasant hamlets nestled round. 
Science, under s[dendid Khalifa, 

Like a vater'd date-tree throve. 
Honour was die minstvel't gueidoo, 

Dark-eyes bless'd the nsnior's lore. 
Deeds of splendid amu were frequent, 

Faith was single — Talour pure. — 
Allah nin'd his choicest blessings 

In those days upon the Mo(x. 

But the sons of vali^it Others 

Lost the courage truth supplies. 
Luxury came in upon them,— 

With her civt] war and lies. 
One by one strong towns surrender'd 

To the steel-clad Infidel; 
Brave ' Abencerrage ' and ' Zegri ' 

In detested quarrels fell ; 
Till Boabdil el Zi^oybi 

Pass'd out from Alhambra's gate, 
Grieving — sighing like a woman 

Cer the bitter turns of fate : — 



■ Till Beabdil tl ZegeyN.' Washington Iiring thni describes the 
departure of Boabdil et Chico nirDam'd ' El Zogoybi .' (the iinfoitiiDa.te) 
ftom his beaatifiil city. 'At two leagues distance, Ibe cavalcade 
winding into the skirts of the Apuxairas ascended an eminence com- 
manding the last view of drenadn. As they arrtv'd al thii spot the 
Moors pans'd involuntarily to take a last biewell gau a( their beloved 
city, which a few steps more would shut out from their si^t for ever. 
Never had it appear'd so lovely in their eyes, The sunshine so br^t 



D,o,t,7cdb/ Google 



ADDRESS TO HIS FOLLOWERS. 149 

As he linger'd on die shoulder 

Of the last broul hill, to weep 
Over exquisite Grenada 

That his sword lack'd edge to keep ; 
Into rapid night descending 

Stonn clouds veil'd Arabia's son. 
And no hand has stayed Hie ruin 

Under his ill star begun I . . . 

In our day 'tis almost ended ! — 

From his home beyond the seas 
Comes the Frank in countless thousands, 

Steering here without a breeze. 
Ravag'd plains, and plunder'd 'silos,' 

Fire and sword his track bewray ; 
Dastard Emirs wear his colours. 

Cringing 'Zouaves ' take his pay I 

in that trauparent climate, lighted up each Iowa and mmaret ; and 
rested glocioully npcm the crawntng battlciaeilti of the Alhambn, while 
the T^a >pr«ad its eiumell'd bosoin of verdure below, glutening with 
the rilver windings of the Xenil. The Moorish cavalien gued with a 
lilent igooj of Undeinen and grief npon the (cene of their lorei and 
tbdi pleaanre^ While they yet todied, a light cloud of (moke bunt 
forth Iroin the citadel, and presentty a peal of artillery, &intly heaid. 
told that the dty was taken posseiuoD o(| and the throne of the Moslem 
Ung wat lost fbr ever. 

The heart of Boabdil, softened by mitibrtunes and over-charged 
with grie^ could no loiter contain itselt ' Allah achbtr I ' ' God is 
great I ' said he, but the words of resignation died upon his lips, and he 
boisl into a flood of tears I From this circumstance the hill took the 
name of 'Fee Allah Achbar,' l>ut tlie p«Dl of view commantiing the 
htt pr«pect of Gr«uda it known among the ^nniards by the nane of 
' d nitimo snspiro del Moro,' or the las! sigh of the Moor.' Ctnqmttt^ 
Crenaih. Washington Irving. Chap. gS, 

'Cringing Zaaavu.' The regimeot of 'Zouaves' was (bmi'd liy 
Hanhal Claasel in 1830, and was oi^nally compos'd of natives of the 
(suntry; but it conaists now (1851) putly of Frend and partly ef 
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ABD-EL-KADER'S 

On the city and the nuMinUuq 

And the |dam he setded down, 
like the locnst of Zahara 

It) the gaidens near the town. 
Sudden as a flood in Atlas, — 

But unlike the torrent's sweep 
(Raving for a Kason only) 

Fed — not swallow'd by the deep. 
Sable fire-ships ever speeding 

Brought him arms, and wealth untold, 
"nil the fiercest tribes disheaiten'd 

Barter'd liberty for gold ; 
Flung their gates in terror open 

With the coward cry ' Amaun !' — 
It was then that Abd-el-Kader 

Hating such, arose in scorn I 
It was then that gracious Allah 

Pitying IsUtm, heaid him cry 
In the silence of Zahara, — 

' Draw your swords for liberty !' 
In the ruin'd mosques of Tacderopt, 

In twice-sack'd Mascara's waste. 
Home and city of my fathers. 

In great dolour have I pac'd 



iwtivet, chk&7 indeed of the former. Their Oriental coctume is [nc- 
tnxesque sad couvenieot, and their airriK consist of the musket, bayonet, 
and R short sword resembline the Ronuui swoid. Boner, p. 9& 

■ Tacdtmft.' ' Mahi-ed-£n ' Father of Abd-el-Kader (the child or 
■errant of &Ue) by his third wife Zora, almost the only wcmian in Africn 
of any literary acquirements aod also mother of Khadidjab, claim'd 
descent fieaa the ancient Suitauas of Tacdempt (the T^dentum of 
antiquity) the rains of which lie at the western exlremity ofthe plateau 
■ of SeisoDs. He was chief of the great tribe of the ' Hadiem Chereqa.* 

* Twiet satKi Mastara.' General Tretel waa the first to be 
de^wtcb'd upcm this errand, but no soonn bad tw antiv'd witUn leu 
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ADDRESS TO HIS FOLLOWERS. 

Communing in soul with propheb 

Of the patriot olden time, 
Reader of mjr Country's fortunes 

ShadoVd forth in dreams sublime 
Chosen tot a ^orious mission, — 

Beam of a charmed life.-~- 
Kindler of a war of Races 

Wag'd on both sides to the knife. 

Well and truly have ye serv'd me 

Exiles of my Fatholand I 
Serv'd me with the martyr's patience 

And the valiant soldier's hand 1 . 
Steep not in the day of vet^eance t 

Watch and labour I strive and piay I 
Be ye— simple as your fathers 

Brave atid ngilant as they 1 
listen to no lying promise I 

Trust no ' Giaour ' d6ubIe^ongued I 
To your tribes the glens of Atlas 

In the mist of years belong'd. 



leagnei of Oran than he wai set apon I^ Abd-el-Kodei and compell'd 
to ietii«, losing 263 men-ldll'd and 308 wounded in a narrow defile 
(Moulci Ibnliim) hemm'd in by manhee botdeiing on the river Macta, 
and Banlc'd bf bills covet'd with bnislivrood. Marshal Clause] after 
defeatii^ Abd-el-Kadcr on the Sig— sack'd, destroj'd, and then 
eracoated Mascara. ' In the month of November 184^, GicDcial Tem- 
poure surpris'd Sidi Embarak — Abd-el-Kader's Khalifa at Mascaia — 
aack'd it for the second time, and sent Sidi Embaralc's head preaery'd 
in honey to Marshsl Bueeaud at Algiers, where it was afterwards serv'd 
Dp with the addition of B Ultle sdt at a soir^ ; and we are further 

r Milianab, with militaij 
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ASD-ML-KADSS'S ADDRESS. 

Free, and f e ttglt— ther wmnder'd 

From the mountiin to the 'Tell,' 
Tenants of the ridi Mctidjah, 

Of the Wahsii, And the weU ; 
Ere theae tittics of Gog and Magog 

In time's fulness and God's wis^ 
Issued fnaa their froien prison 

In the carenis of tbe North. 
By the reedy swamps of Macta 

Ye hftTC ]aid tfte Frenchman low t 
On the march to Comtantina 

Ye have dealt him bknr for blow ; 
In the ' Maiaboat of Brahim,' 

Near to all his boasted sbqw, 
Hath he died IBce hunted Shanbah, 

With a cnrae npon his lipi. 
Then, swear ye by God and Islam ! 

While one (^aour hannts o«i pUioSr 
And one tale of blood and outrage 

Written in <nr Uood remains, 
Vengeance 1 — steady truceless vengeance 

Nnrs'd with piety and care, 
IKtiless, undying, bloody 1 — 

Rose a savage shout — ^We swear I 



*Tb« T«IL' TUa vwd k ^pliwl la ihs cnhiiMted putt of Bh- 
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Clie jFtan& came to aiglets. 

Cakto I. Pack 51. 

' I 'he FtsiHl came to Algiers, he said to the Dey, 

' There's a long score between us, an old debt to pay t 
What an Englishman threaten'd, a Frank shall perform I 
Thou hast weather'd the shower — ^prepare for the stoim I ' 

In spite of professions the Frank settled down 

la the nurf d strong-hold of the fiunoua old Town, 

He fauilt him 1 nest in the fidcon's tme. 

And sent word to his btetlireti, — ' CtwK o'er the salt seal' 

To the free tribes of Aftic the tidings are come, 

' In Algiers there rattles an infidel drum ! 

TTie fire-ships are there in wide-swecpii^ array. 

And the ' Jinns ' fi^t the battles of Christians to day I ' 

Down came the fierce Arab like hail on the Franks ; 
But they fled not before him those infidel ranks. 
Though men from the Desert like whirlwinds came on. 
And gore-beanirch'd heads on their scimetais shone I 

Constantina. has fallen, and comtrds have sold 
Their btetfarm fix lucre — tiidr Country for gold ; 
And the sons of die Prophet grew pale witii dismay, 
For they knew not the true fr(»n the traitor that day. 
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THE FRANK CAME TO ALGIERS. 

Then spoke Abd-el-Kadet, — * Let otfaen agree 
To hold thOT own lands of the ' Giaour ' in fee I 
My sires own'd no master, — no dog for their Lord t 
They have left me their sands to be kept by their sword. 

' Ho, tribes of the Desert 1 the faithful, the brave. 
The Frank keeps the plains, — let the plains be his grave I 
Let the Kabayle's snre knife and the long Arab gun 
Send his bravest and fiercest to death, one by one.' 

In many an ambush, and fortunate raid, 
The gun and the knife plied their desperate trade. 
Till the Erank roaPd with anguish, and raved for relief 
From the sleepless assaults of the vigilant Chief. 

Then he said, — * Abd^er-rahman, thou shelterest our foe t 
The Moor grinds the sword though he deal not the blow. 
Deliver him bound,— ^>r our cannon shall roar 
At die gate of the City raiowa'd M<^ador 1 ' 

Oh base were the slaves that kept Tangier, and base 
The onrards at Isly that wrought out disgrace 1 
Smpris'd but not beaten, — belzay'd to the Giaour 
By a weak-minded friend in an ill-chosen hour. 

Oh I give me the sword that my forefathers bore, 
Deep-bath'd to die hilt and red-iusted with gore 1 
And ^ve me die baib whose Seet pace stops the breath ! 
Abd-el-Kader I come I thy liege-man to the death. 

God save Abd-cl-Kader, though banish'd he be I 

Though the Frank rule the plains, and the Frank keep the sea; 

For the tribes of El Gharb &om Biskara to Bi^ 

Shall arise at the n^h of the war-hone great Chief I 
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' Abd-el-Kadkr.' p. 73. 

T>KACE, \ov'd the most when lost, good Angel hail ! 

Whether thou bidest now in straw-roofd cot, 
Or deep, in some umbrageous happy vale, 

Honourest with heart's-ease fair Contentment's lot — 

Or visitcst the Parson clean forgot 
By his Diocesan, on stipend poor 

Of eighty pounds a year, come bl^ht 01 rot. 
Great aie his plans to buy a coat, and pure 
His tean, that freely fall for gtie& he cannot cure. 

Ill &res it with the lire-brand conqueror, 

Who winnii^ cities loseth thee, the while. 
E'en as he dedicates the spoils of war 

In yon cathedral's monumental pile. 

And tatter'd banners rustle down each aisle ; 
He fears himself ! He fears th'assassin's knife ; 

The deadly tumbril charged by fiendish guile; 
The cluster'd gun-bairels with murder rife ; 
Convei^ng in one storm against man's curse, — his tif& 

The decorated myths of old romance 

How pleasantly these wile away the time I 

Fwr Ladye's woes — the felon knight's mischance — 
High deeds of virtuons arms — (brave themes for thyme,) 
Heard by the music of the village chime 
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ij6 PEACE. 

In lome coot erening, when the purple hills 

Are dash'd with gold, and breadths of shade sublime 
Traverse the groves, whence Philomela trills 
Hct muucal complaint of Love, and Lovers' ills. 

These are thy charms, sweet Peace I these amply pay, 
With varied beauties and boon nature's lore 

The simple heart that loves to muse, and stray 
In vale remote, or dell the forest's core. 
When day's fantastic round of gtun is o'ei. 

And silence reigns, — silence and yon cold Moon, 
Emblem of peaceful change, that hath in store 

More blessings than the mid-day Sun of June, 

For times, when all men's hearts shall calmly beat in tune ; 

And wais shall cease — and foes no longer be ! 

Whetiier of colour, drcumstaoct^ or race. 
But ' progress' mild subduing earth and sea 

With noiseless effort and soft winning grace. 

Potent alike o'er wet and dry, shall plac^ 
Communicadon's happy bond for all. 

A Nation's power in camage none shall trace. 
Navies shall rot in port, — and batteries fall ; 
And rusted cannon peep from Ehren^treit-stdn's wall 
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'A>D-iL-KADtM.' Canto u. P. 9}. 

/^'ek ' Benin's ' unhallow'd w&ten 
^~^ Li^idT ■fcimii the demon bvk, 
At her peak ' the (tripes of freedom,' 

Steady in her wake the shuk. 
Nobly found, a fiury schowwr, 

Mirade of builder's ait. 
Venture ol some splendid merchattt 

Caterii^ for the godless mart 
On her deck a smutn of pirates, 

Reprobates of every land ; 
Each man with a brother's slaughter 

Redd'ning his accursed hand. 
Vainly toils the baffled cruiser, 

Plunging through those rolling seas, 
As the light-heel'd bark to wind-ward 

Like an evenit^ swallow flees. 
What are these come drifting slowly 

In the phantom schooner's wake, 
Strt^gling yet for vile existence ? 

Man the boats for honour's sake t 
Here again t — and there another I — 

Dropping under murd'rous blow 
Into the green wave — like wretches 

When the good ship's ' on a low.' 



D,o,t,7cdb/ Google 



THE SLAVER. 

Yet dull Ocean spares the ' slaver ' — 

And she nean the Southern ground 
With nine-teaths of her flesh^argo 

Fiemded, stifled, blind, or diown'd 
There, they fatten men like oxen ; — 

Judges bandy points, and sell 
Foi five hundred dollats sinews 

That the bu&lo could felL 
Out upon these yellow planters. 

That in drawling nasal tones 
Cheapen flesh, — and buy theii brothers, 

Soul and body, pith and bones I 
Moots at least are easy masters 1 

Slaves are ' children of the tent,' 
Not as in the planter's limbo, 

diin'ry woric'd till spent I 
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Clie IBoat of Dfutjuca. 






'T'hbre dwelleth a. shape upon Djurjura's height,— 

He is boar by day, and fiend by night t 
On the rich beech-mast he has revelled it long, 
And grown up fierce, and sturdy, and strong ; 

And a pitiless ' Jinn ' was he ! 

Before the ' lash ' of his shadowy tusks 
" Com lands are wasted, melons are husks t 
They have lain in wait at his midnight feast, 
They have tiail'd sure guns on the felon beast, 
But never a trigger press'd, 

Though close at hand in the forest glade, 
Grisly and gaunt loom'd the robber shade ! 
From her watch-tower in Heaven the bright moon shone ; 
' Bismillah I ' they groaned — and the boar was gone 
IJke a snow-flake from the pool 

'Dpayurtt' Thneon four great monntain ranges id 'KabAflia' 
(Ulenlly Clan Land. The highlands ofAtlas.) 'BeniKoufi.' Djer- 
djeiaor 'Pjuijuia.' (written eitliei nay.) 'Akfidou' (a cwliDoation 
of it,) and KendiiDu. The beech b the tree that clothes 'Djnijuis.' 

The French have divided what they call * La Gninde Kabflie ' into 
fifteen cantons. The district lies between the ' Ouad Nessa ' (water of 
Nesaa) on the West and the ' Oaad Agerioun ' at tlie extremity of the 
golf of ' B(Hi£iah ' on the East. Caiettc, vol. 2, p. 113. 

T%i 'raik' tf hii hisks. A boor, io the good old language of 
veneiy, is said to lash with his tusks. 
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i6o THE BOAR OF DJURJURA. 

On ' Djuijura's ' skim lies a gard'ner's ground, 
Travel the ^ens of ' Kabaylia ' round, 
More of the pulp, and less of the rind, 
Sweeter than * Hamed's ' no melons youll find, 
And he watdies them by night t 

' Huned ' lies dose in die riiadowy far^e 
By the rock over-hanging the deep^lue lake, 
He has heard a pQaah in the iiestheiy reeds, — 
The bittern's dram ceases, — the duck as be feeds 
Flaps np in the boar-fiend's path, 

And he stands in the breadth of ihe dlvery li^ 
His storm-beaten bristles irith old age white. 
He whetteth his tushes, — the saplings shake 1 
He snulb the night breeze, and at last he qiake,— 
^Ptwf God, tkerit no trtason here I' 

His deep voice startled the lonely glen. 
For in centuries past the ' Jenoim ' were meut 
Bloody and treacherous, fiendish and fell, 
Wandeieis doom'd for a q>ace to dwell 

Like beasts, where they sinu'd ere-while. 

The Berber npentltioti mixea up attangely the piei eo ce of tbe 
' Jenotm ' or reprobate angeli who denied dl^iuKe to ' Scdiinan Ben 
Daond,' the Salomon of the Old TesUmeDt, with die nature of 
fbimidable beasts. A Berber sportfrnan will tell yon that an old and 
fbrmidable lolitaiy boar, of vicious nature and predatory habitt, not 
only thinks for himself as if possess'd by a Deril, but expressea lumtdf 
freely apon ceitun occadons. Tbu ii a wild myA ; bat as a matter 
of (act, it is betiered by the Berber. At the nttenuice of tbe word 
■Bia-MillahC or 'in tbe nameof GodI' the 'Jinn' iscompell'd (if be 
be ooe) to return to hii earthly shape. 
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THE BOAR OF DJURJURA. 

There were stars shining bright in the heavens above, 
But irom myrtle and arbutus coo'd no dove ; 
Vet the cioak of the frog sounded not too harsh. 
And the wild-fowl's clack from the neighbouring marsh 
Rose mellow as winds in June. 

But ' DJurjura'a ' boar was restless and wode ; 
Hither and thither in wrath he strode, 
Rooting the ground, and mutt'ring his fear, — 
With an eye askance, and a list'ning ear. 

And his nostrils in the wind. 

And there in the gloom of the copse-wood shaw 
Loom'd a shaggy mane and a sinewy paw ; 
By the monstrous front, and the red eyes' glare 
' Haraed ' knew '-him of die yellow hair,' 
As he glided cat-like by 

To the fountain's brink, where in grisly mood 
Mutt'ring and rootit^ the ' boar-fieDd ' stood. 
Nearer, and nearer the lion crept, 
And the boar rose high as ' the yellow hair'd ' leap't 
With a roar on lum that night 



' Him ef tht ytliew kair,' A Berber euphemian fot the lion ; who 
in ' EI Ghub,' oi what we call ' Noith A&ica,' is a my diSerent sort 
of cQstomei to the stupid pettf laieeitf Ilani of the South of that 
CoDtinent, the 'mother of moiuteis.* Don Quixote hinuelf could not 
be more chivalious, inccxisequenti or aggressive than a IJon of Atlas 
and its neighbourhood ; and the tales of theii peifonnances in &tr fight 
apunat their hont^n, are indeed mafvelloiii and inprNSiTe. 
VOL. II. M 
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t6s THE SOAR OF DJVRJURA. 

The rq> of his toshes is plirn to be beard. 
The stiug^ has mken'd the roosdng bad. 
Once and agun to the charge he flies, 
And the jackal ciew as tbdi Saltaun die^ 

Whine dolorous tfarou^ the gloom. 

With bristles eiect and with eyes blood-red, 
He tramples the corse of the lordly dead ; 
Larger, and larger he waxes now : 
' Hell reach me on tbis rocky brow I ' 

Groans Hamed in bis prayer. 

He has cast him down on his hands and &c^ 
And pray'd the prayer for a piteous case 
In the name of God, — and before his eyes 
The * Jinn ' returns to his earthly size, 

And drinks at the sparkling well 

There's a perilous sound in that green retreat, 
There's a murmuring rustle of gliding feet. 
There's a smooth-headed form stealing on to the spring I — 
Tis the sorrowing mate of the ' yellow-hatr'd ' king 
In ber widoVd royal^. 

' Treachery again,' quoth the grisly boar I 
But his bristles were red with the lion's goie ; 
And the shudd'rii^ Lioness tum'd away, 
And ' Hamed ' the gardener heard her say, — 

Whata'Jinn!' what a monstrous fiend 1 
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And she tuni'd away — but in truculent ire 
The conquering felon reviles her sire ; 
As he mutter'd his curse to the tell-tale breeze 
She paus'd in the gloom of the tapering trees 

And her roar awoke the wood. . 

There glides a cloud o'er the Moon's calm face : — 
' Homed ' might not see, but his ear could trace 
Rip of the tusk and thud of the paw, — 
For the very winds died in conscious awe 

As the boar and lioness met. 

Steals the silence of death over all, and soon 
From her vaporous covert sails forth the Moon 
As a light zebecque of the Corsair band 
Sweeps clear of the lift, and loom of the land. 
To the puqjle Riffian sea. 

And gardener ' Hamed ' beholds with dread 
The conqueror's paw on the valiant dead ; 
But he tnul'd his piece with a murd'rous aim, 
And struck her betwixt those bright orbs of flaroe, 
And dead on her foe she fell. 

There are roseate streaks in the luminous east. 
There's a gathering of foiris to a lordly feast ; 

'RevUa ker art.' A 'Berber' firmly believes not only in the 
language of Beasts, Init theii acqaamtance with Che language of mao. 
At an; iste it is certain that opprobrions words properly ^iplied exdte 
immense anger in the liearts of the moniteiB of Africa. I liave mjNlf 
seen the Hippopotamus tliat liv'd so long in the Zoological Gardeoi 
excited to fury by abu^ve words utter'd in his native tongue, if it may 
UMcall'd. 
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i&t THE SOAK OF DJURJURA. 

And the King of tfie Vatfttres n biUBcing there 
With his loathly contt in the tnoniing aii 

As Huned deiceadt the rock. 

He hai aq''d the *rdli]w4tair'd' bead and paw, 
He has gires the swine to the rulture's maw. 
Better nighfi work was there nerer before 
Than gardener Hamed's, — when ' pjnrjuia's ' boar 
And the Hon kings were dain. 



Tbit Bdlad b Kbqrtod ftom two ttariei tM Hr. Dnmmmd H^t- 
fii. the IfakaBou^rad the Boar and the two UoH. HiT,p.a4- 
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jFtencb jUttetateutjBE. 



CaHTO III. p. t6i. 



'TWILL me ! ye whose peas audacious 

Probe all mysteries of crime ; 
Fertile in the wcH^t resources, 

Killing souls before their time ! 
Rioters in lust — on paper 1 

Schemers of more hideous things 
Than astonish'd nations blush'd for, 

Ere your foul imaginings. 
French Romancers ! opium dreamers 1 

Man or woman — ' Sand ' or ' Sue !' 
Evil priest, and unsex'd priestess 

Of a stitf more loathsome crew 1 
Tell me, is this genention, 

(Nuts'd in all your devilish lore,) 
Wiser, b^ipier, more unshackled 

Than the serfs that went before ? 
Watch it, in the g^ens of Atlas, 

Wah the Berber at its feet I 
Watch it, in the frentied struggle 

Uf the barricaded street 1 
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FRENCH UTTERATEVRS. 

To the Election, and the Tribune, 

And the Club, your steps direct I 
listen to vain boasts of glory 

Strang on bla^hemies, uncheclc'd 
By the decent firowns of many ; — 

Shudd'ring go youi ways, and know, 
Tis the work that you have fiuhion'd 

In the study, and bureau I 



Harvests following on your seed-tinie 

M^ten all the plague-struck land ; 
Men's heart (ail, — religion fidters, — 

Brothel's blood upon his hand. 
Stalks rebcllior forth at evening ; — 

Slaver-dropping as the snake, 
Mad-dog ruffians of your breeding, 

Crapulous assassins wake: 
At your call they leave tiieir cdlars ; 

At your bidding, hurry f<Hth 
To the shambles where & nation 

Antedates eternal wrath. 
Whither have ye iHtnight your fellow 

Men, ye dreamers, and ye knaves. 
With your mouths brimful of cant-words. 

And your throats like open graves ? 
But for your accursed teaching. 

Never had Algeria's name 
Been a by-word among nations, 

And a might>- Country's shame. 
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FRENCH UTT&RA TEURS. 

Without God you've train'd a people, 
And brought down the fickle Gaul 

To a proletarian level 
That defies ulterioi fall ! 



' Ulitritr fall.' It ii my delibente i^nion that the niuettled 
feverish state of feeling in Fnuice is m^nly to be attributed to the 
abominable Irasoos taught hj the popular literature written in ita 
language during the last twenty yeais. When a healthier state e^ 
feeling <haU have iprang up, writen of this class will be deteti'd hy 
ahaue &om pvblishiiiff. tS5r. 



After a lapse of twenty seven years, I find mj view* tnlty con- 
firm'd ; and In the interval, France has paid but too dearly for hei 
indolence in this moral prisim, by penalties of every sort tbal can , 
moat touch a Nation's 'amour propre,' honour, and pocket. 1878, 



auee ot tbt %ix jFingecec 



Cahio IV. p. 191. 



Th summer-tide when leaves grow green 

And birds sing on the tree, 
And everything is brij^t and Bbeeo, 

My lover came to me ; 
And Raymana was happy then 

With ■ix'^nger'd Alice. 

The forest was oui dwelling-place, 

The cavern was oui home. 
He loolc'd into my blushing face 

And said, — ' No more 111 roam ! 
No more FU tempt the sword — fair maid I 

But vows aie, torrent's foam. 

Tbey call'd my love an outlaw'd man, — 

But ever, I am sure. 
To strip the wealthy was his plan. 

That he might feed the poor. 
And lighten somewhat of those ills 

That stricken hearts endure. 
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The coal-bkch maie that he bestrode, 

He nam'd her after me ! 
By mountain pass and lonely road 

Men fear'd that mare to see j 
And Raymana was happy then, 

With Bix-finger'd Allee. 

But far and wide, by glen and glade, 

Strange tales of fear arose ; 
A coal-black mare, a sweeping blade 

Match for a score of foes, 
And whence he conies no tidings say. 

Nor whither Allee goes. 

Th^ fir'd the woods t a furnace roared 1 

In drifts red embers came ; 
Before was danger unexplor'd, 

Behind us, smoke and flame ; 
But he slew the boldest in his path, 

Aa a hunter does his game, 

And went out by the dead-man's post. 

An outlaw bold and free ; 
With the two friends he valued most. 

His coal-black maze and me. — 
Oh ! Raymana was happy then, 

\rith six'&igei'd Allee I 



h, Google 



AILEE OF THE SIX FINGERS. 

SECOND PART. 

There is a cave where cedan weep 

On ' Soultan's ' forehead hoar ; 
The child and Raymana are there, 

But Allee comes no more. 
The coal-black mare comes nustetless, — 

But Allee comes no more 1 

The traitor gave the kiss of peacey 

Oh why was Allee ban ? 
The traitor gave the kiss of peace 

In bitter guile and scorn, 
And they've bound Allee, and flay'd his fbet, 

And left him fast tilt mom. 

They bound him fast with thoi^ of hide, 

He was too proud to groan : 
And took his good sword from his side 

And left him there alone ; 
But they judg'd of AUee's daundess soul 

By the mettle of their own. 

His bonds are gnaw'd, — his arm is ftee I 

His eyes like Azrael's glare 1 
He stands o'er sleeping treachery 

With knife and right arm bare, 
And dull and heavy fail his strokes 

In the stiU midnight air. 

Roots were his food, — with soothing herbs 
He staunch'd his bleeding feet ; 
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And day and night he stru^led on 

To Soultan's far retreat, 
But the cavem was all desolate,— 

And no wife did he meet 

Hunters had found me in a swound 

And carried me away ; 
And near me on die cruel ground 

A famish'd infant lay ; 
Oh, but it maddens me to think 

Of Alice's wrongs that day- 
He groan'd no groan, he sigh'd no sigh, 

But his strong spirit shook ; 
The coal-black mare came whinnying by, 

She knew hei master's look ; 
And he spake her kind, and smooth'd her mane — 

And off her shackles took ; 

And wav'd her back into the wood 

For ever wild and free ; 
Thus parted from all earthly good, 

His child, his mare, and me. 
Died Raymana's ill-fated Loid> 

The six-finger'd Allee. 

But yet she dwells by wood and wild 

And the fire dries her brain ; 
And ye^ she looks to see her child 

And Allee come again ; 
For the coal black mare was never matched 

On desert, hill, or plain 1 ! ! 
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' Abd-bi^Kadu,' p,a63. 

T_T ONOUR is a glorious vessel, 

Marvellously frail and feir ; 
MTuning safe thtoog^ banded annies. 

Brooking rubs, but no repair. 
Never on the Mongul's forehead 

Blazed a diamond, drooped a pearl 
Richer than this gem, that parteth 

The true noble from the churL 
Store her not like miser's treasure 1 

Use her ott, and keep her bright t 
She shall be unto thy footsteps 

Koh-i-noor, — a Mount of light- 
Fear no covert breath of slander. 

Shrink before no downright blow. 
Bear her to the front of battle 

For a beacon to thy foe ; 
Lustrous in herself she sleepeth 

In the chill November haze ; 
The sanw gem that scatters lightnings 

When a diousand torches blaze ; 
From her very core must issue 

Any film that dulls her rays. 



h^Goot^lc 



HONOUR. 

Blood, the recipe of Capt^ns, 

Blood,— can never cleanse the stains 
Where a consciousness of treason 

Rotting at the heart remains. 
Casuist's base money, speeches 

Framed to every hand and eye, 
May pass current vith the million, 

Utterers fairly know they lie I 
Shepherds of a Nation's glory, 

Guard the treasure, keep it pure ! 
Paltiy shif^ may bolster commerce, 

Loss of honour b^gars cure. 
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Cbe tm ^mx^ta of *attD>elHRaDer/ 

(THE SERVANT OF FATE.) 



Canto VL P. 307. 



/^HiEFTAtH I when thy sire proclaim'd thee 

IsUlm's bright returning star; 
And ' the Tribes ' consentient nam'd thee 

To a throne in Mascara ; 
When thy name's undying glory 

Fumish'd eveiy minstiel's theme, 
And thy brethren boVd befnre thee^ 

Like the 'sheaves in Joseph's dieam ;'— 
Prophet I when thy voice awaken'd 

Every sleeper in the land, 
And the sacied war of races 

Kindled up at thy command ; 
Vengeance nura'd it — Santons pieach'd it ! — 

It was tooted deep in right ; 
Kept alive l^ bitter memories, 

Kept in heart by Macta's fight 
Eutop^s eye was full upon thee I 

Europe saw thee toil and bleed ; 
Men of courage prais'd thy darings — 

Patriots bade thy cause God speed 1 
Hadst thou waver'd in thy virtue, 

Had Uiine honour known eclipse 
In the butcheries of rancour. 

Or the blot of truthless lips, 
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We had known it here in England ; — 

Som>wing we had tum'd away, 
As a father, firom his first-bom 

Wandei'd hopelessly astray. 



Neret was a truer soldier ! 

Wiser head, or keener hand ; 
For the rights that Freemen value 

Never was a nobler stand ! 
Thirteen yeais, thou man of tattles, 

Thirteen years by wood and wild, 
(like thine elder type Jugurtha,) 

Thou didst dwell in arms exil'd. 
Breathing war,— preparing vengeance,— 

Often trapp'd — but Sultaun yet ; 
With thee rose the Sun of Afiic, — 

With thy waning glories set 

Not fbi the Titanic sinews 

Of that World-convulsing hand ; 
Not for all those mighty foot-prints 

Bum'd into each gasping land. 
Not fijr all his fame, who plunder'd 

Nations with the most applause^ 
Would I give my Nomad Emu-, — 

His true heart, and righteous cause 1 
Leave me but this sterling heio 

In L'Amalgue's ungen'ious gloom ; 
And go scatter, an it list ye, — 

Amaranth on Napoleon's tomb I 



176 THE LAST STANZAS OF ' ABD-SZ^KADER.' 

Know these children of the Desert 1 

Know them in their tents aiight I 
For their &itb is strong in treaties 

As their idmetuv in fig^t : 
Not for diplomatic cavils, 

Nor for pitiAil finesse, 
Daie these break the word of promise ; — 

Giiistian, shouldest thou do less ? 



ir t that I watch'd in rising, 

FoHoVd in diy bright career, 
Studied with a Sard's affection I — 

IsUm's hope — the Frenchman's (ear ! 
Many a time and oft, reluctant, 

Warering in hand and will 
Have I dadi'd this record from me ;— 

PowerlesB— for I lov'd thee still. 
Borne upon the wings of iancy 

I have stood bedde my Chief 
In the stillness of the Desert, — 

And the leaguer of ' Erri^' 
In the Deira, and the council, 

And the battle, and the Sight ; 
And I leave him now — a captive 

In defiance of all right I 

Haply, at some distant period, 
When by God's fote-shadow'd plan 

All the Nitons shall be gather'd 
In one brotheritood of man ; 
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And the noble English language 

Shall be read in nuiny lands, 
As the water^ing of knowledge 

In a widen'd sweep expands; 
Some contemplative Numidian, 

(Unbeliever then no more,) 
Stretch'd in shiubbery of Atlas, 

Pleas'd shall con this legend o'er; 
When the Bard shall long have joumey'd 

Fast the bourne of fleeting time, 
And those bells have knell'd his passing, 

That now glad him with their chime ; 
When ' equality and freedom ' 

Party words no more shall be. 
But &ii facts to govern Nations 

Spell-bound in fraternity. 
Wth a thrill of kindly fervour 

Shall the Berber pause, — and say, 
' There were hearts that did us justice 

In that miso^e dayl ' 



L'CnMf to 'atlMtl'KaDeC 



/~* o, little book — and if thou m&fst attain 

That ^ddy hdght where ' Louis ' sits awhil^ 
Tell him, — that mercy suiteth gentle strain, 
And cunning frameth ill with piinceljr style. 
The spedoui art to gloze, the covert wile 
like spider's web opposeth small delay. 
When fiery justice deals with tutor'd guile; 
And King and Minister are swept away, 
Bone by th' uproarious flood they plotted to embay. 

For see how righteous Heaven repays such craft : — 
Haik, how the cunning elders toil'd askew 1 
Was this the King and Minister that laugh'd 
When Enf^d's Queen embark'd for Chateau d'Eu ? 
Better have Usten'd to that Lady tme. 
Than entertain her plotting foul deceit I 
From Philip's quiver sped the shaft that slew 
His well^iurs'd dynasty ; — and judgment meet, 
Clutching forbidden thrones, the schemer lost his seat I 

School'd in adversity the Monarch rose ! 
Tried by Republican assay of Kings, 
Sc^'d from the guillotine's licentious blows, 
(Touchstone with which the page of History rings,) 
'Peace's Napoleon* diould have prun'd his wings. 



D,o,t,7cdb/ Google 



L'ENVQI TO 'ABD-EL-KADEX.' 179 

And foster'd truth ;— for sure 'twas plain long since ; — 
MTben Nations call for reck'ning, hand that brings 
Falsified Re^ster, rig^t well may wince ;^ 
In that disastrous day when cunning saves no Prince. 

Nor yet is Albion whoDy cooscience^ee, 
Though she be nurse of Saxon enterprise ; 
Challenging place wherever roars the sea, 
And proud St. George's flag uoquestion'd flies ; 
Though she be energetic, shrewd, aiul wise, 
Somewhat of wonderment must intervene 
When grave diplomatists in sober guise 
Claim, — as old fee-farms of our Island Queen, 
Whatever savage lands her captains say — theyVe sees I 

Six yards of bunting float, and pleasant fiction, 
(Because a naked freeman owns die soil,) 
Possession's taken, — fbtlow'd by eviction. 
Eftsoon colonial camp-kettles boil 
Under each tree ; — Oh Nimrod, thou didst spoil 
Poor man and beast, the first, in thy 'raxziaa ;' 
And then they call'd tbee * hunter I ' — word cf oil I 
And since thy date, in spite of groans and tears. 
Oppression rules the day, and flattery soothes Power's ears t 

Yet doth the Saxon element dispose 
The lands it conquers under mildest sway; 
Improvement follows quick on sturdy blows, 
And poor men walk erect in lace of day. 
No greedy tyrant doth them bind, <x slay 



i«o VENVOI TO 'ABD-EL-KADER.' 

As foUy or cupidity dilute. 
Laws aie Buprone, and cmimeTce toils awfty, 
Her hard-eam'd gains secure {pi small or great,) 
For under diis new lule Fail Justice guides the State. 

The foul ' Razzia,' name for vilest deed 
That man's ingenious wickedness e'er wrought ; 
Han-stealing pest of poor illusion free'di i 

That decks with bloody laurel scars war-bought ; 
Gaul's whtte^iair'd Marshal hath the system taught! 
' Pelissier's Raid ' yet Utcs in penal fires : — 
The rebel tribe in treacherous cavern caught, 
Chatr'd limbs, cbok'd infants, dames, and maids, and sires,— 
All this stirs Berber blood, and truceless hate inspires. 

Thus at the close of nitlMeen dismal years, 
Writ in unflinching warfare's blackest page. 
Droops the corn-land ; — the flock no farmer shears 
Secure from Bedouin craft and Kabayle rage ; 
Id out-door toil few colonists engage. 
Beneath the grim stockade their tasks they ply. 
Like foreign birds secure in wicker cage 
From prowling &lcan, or grimalldn sly. 
Or ever-cuimi^ fox that watches deftly by. 

Thousands have perishM in this causeless strife ! 
Kumidian zealot, and light-hearted Frank, 
Nor sued for eleemosynary life I 
The page of mercy in these wars li^ blank ; 
Nor tta/d the knife from ymth, or sex, or tank. 
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Except to vary tortures worse than death ; — 
Disgrace so deep, the &llen metch might thank 
The fierce noctomal wolf that ministreth 
Burial obscene, — and scarce awaits the dying breath. 

Nineteen long years, and yet so little done ! 
So little for the cause France vaunts so high. 
Forts bristle with the teeth of many a gun 
Pregnant with missives of humanity ; 
Fraternity like this shows all awry ! 
Where is the progress of oui new creation. 
The crimson scheme of social liberty 
Devis'd by men of slenderest reputation 
To tickle groundlings' ears, and flatter ' the Great Nation ? ' 

Far be from me the task to slander fame 
Of man or nation in malignant spite ; 
Yet is no conqueror assoil'd of blame 
TLat holds his foe in thraldom ag^nst ri^t : 
Troth should be fU'd as the Pole Star, once plight ! 
Honour impeach'd wounds more than battle lost ! 
D'Aumlle'a smooth promise was a world too light 
Into the balance with self-interest toss'd ; — 
And Abd-et-Kader knows how little fair words cost 

7^ King who schem'd deception for our Quun, 
And prompted Guizot with that lean pretence 
Ignobly foisted on poor Aberdeen, 

' Hit JOng ivhe tthttiCd dtetftitn /or eur Qiutn.' In Cb« yeu 
1843, on tbe leveDth d«.y of Sepf, The Quaen of EngtaiKi &c«epted the 
ipecioui hospitalitlM of King LouU PhtHppc, and became hii guest 



l8) VENVOI TO 'abd-el-kader: 

Against the tooth and stoautch of plain schk; — 

(Who would have thougfat a Scotchman's wit so dense ?) 

Fumish'd his wife with p^>en, quills, and ink, 

And bade her post elab<»ate defence, 

Of all maternal rigmaroles the pink, — 

Of iriiich, ai ladies* work, I sajr not all I think. 

Say, did the same vicarious hand indite 
The glon that frittei'd IVAumile's pledge away? 
The Sire leven'd the son's conditions quite ; 
Mowing down promises like grass in May ; 
Or house of cards demotish'd in boy's play. 
L'Amalgue replaces Mecca, — walls restrain 
Kumidia's Emir in his evil day ; 
Too late he finds that promises are vain, 
AVhen conquerors decide as Macchiaveb e^lain ! 



■l the CUtean d'Eu. During tlui viiit the quesdoa of the Spaniih 
muTugct wu dueoH'd, uid both tovereigiu discliim'd anj intenlioii 
of «j[pv)diiii]g tfaeii own bmiliei b; that alliance. Queen Victoria 
kept her promiie tika a Qneen and an Enf^iihwoman witboat guile ot 
mental reaervaEion. It wai othenriie with the ' Napoleon of Peace.' 
In a letlei which hei huiband caui'd het to write, Sep* 8, 1846, Queen 
Marie Am^lie broke the ' &it accompli ' of the Spanish marriages to 
Her Mi^etty In tttete phnwes. 'The nuuiiap ofourMnMixitpenaer 
with file Inbnta Loniia Femandei will add to our domestic happiness, 
— the only bappneit in the world which ii real, and which you, 
Madam, to well know how to appreciate.' The Queen of GngUtid in 
her nemoraUe and dignified reply, veiy properly refuses to discnss (he 
question of 'real happiness,' and begs Queen Marie AmtUe to recollect 
the promises and engagements made at the Chiteau d'Eu, adding — 
' VoD can easily suppose that the announcement of this double maxriage 
caui'd us the deepest utpiise, and most keen re^et.' 
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But diou whom lucky turn of Fortune's wheel 
(Back'd by the prestige of a Titan's name) 
Hath call'd from banishment, men's hearts to steal 
And justify Napoleon's hero-claim, 
Feipetuate not this legacy of shame ! 
Dare to keep troth with friend, and &ith with foe ! 
Look to thy meed of honourable &me ; 
Might is not paramount I — and rulers show 
M«ch cnf^ to jHigK»«.smallf idio pay not all they owe \ 

Trust tbine own heart ! 'twill counsel thee aright 1 
Herein take lesson from no cautious friend 1 
Policy fears die worst, — and statesmai plight 
Faith seven-fold deep to compass trivial end. 
Be thine the task such Ittdeness to mend I 
Open the fortress ! set the pris'ner free ! 
To Mecca let the weary pilgrim wend : — 
The only boon he craves is Liberty 1 
And rests his only hope, Pris'ner of Ham, cm thee I 

Go, litde Book I I hid thee lightly speed, 
For thou hast lighten'd many an unkind hour I 
Poets make their own worlds ; — and little heed 
The down-right renter of sun and shower ; 
In Fancy's dreams, untoil'd for starts the flower ! 
She lifts the primal curse that festering clings 
To fiail mortality, sin's penal dower. 
Sweetest in darkness Philomela sings ; 
Then choose the world of song, and envy not Earth's Kings 



Ct)e f>tisamst of amboise. 



Tk a castle old, needed, 

With bia eyes upon the ground, 
And hia righteous pnya rejected, 

And his gallant rigid aim bound ; 
Sits s bnve chief, a tnie chief, 

* A nun of war and woes,' 
A captive to the foituae. 

Not the aabre of hia foea. 



'Good^lor, q)e the « 

Let me drink the cheering blast ! 
What t will thy master hinder 

Hw Sooth-wiad niahing past 7 
Place me nearer I place roe nearer I 

Hail, stranger, flashing free 
From Sahara over Attas 

To breathe thy balm on me ! 

' Come tell me ot the moimtaim. 
The rivers, and the glens. 

The valleys, and the fountains 
That once were my tiee-men's I 
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THE PRISONER OF AMBOISE. 

Tell me a tale of gladness 

That I shall never see I 
And cheer my spirit with the breath 

Of mountain libertjr. 

' Here, like a woman weeping, 

I sit, and dozC) and dream ; 
Watching the barges creeping 

Up Loire's reluctant stream : 
But my heart is with the Deira 

And the black wand'ring tent 1 
Ob trust my honour, Louis ! 

And for thy fame relent I ' 

A stir ms in the castle-yard. 

He stoop'd his glance, and there 
Wth lion-skin for housings 

Faw'd and neigh'd the coal-black mare. 
And his liegemen gatber'd round her, 

Aad a shout was heard below : 
' Hurrah, the Berber Emir 

Is free to come and go t ' 
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Cbe SQatcbman. 

Bektlky's Haoazinb. 



■Watiftiiml wbMadbenight? Watdunanl «h«taf tben^htP' 

TfTuiLE men sleep of care regardless, lightly slumb'ring out their fil^ 
Sits a warder late and eaj\y watching by the beacon hilL 

' Watchman trusty, watchman sleepless ! reader of the signs of night; 

Strain thine eye-balls through the darkness I comes the storm, or 
breaks the light?' 

'All around is dark and dreary — wrack and storm are driving past ! 
Blacker than Egyptian darkness dts to windward on the blast I 
To the North I hear them stiiring in the primal forest-wild, 
Nations in their new-bom earnest restless as a fractious child) 
Where the great ' Teutonie Brtthnn ' prick'd crusading through the 

waste, 
And the Pagan hordes retreated by the glorious Cross displac'd, 
Till the deadless swamp, and ombrage of the deepest, sternest wood 
Only, gave precarious shelter to the native warriors' brood ; 
Where in pride of Bastile grandeur Teuton ' Magdeburg ' looks down 
On a mighty sweeping river, and a fretful servile town, 

* TKf Ttulmk brithrin. ' Thit was ■ biothechood of knighu who cooqaei'd 
and leduc'd to a cettain soit of dvitisatioD the pagans that inhabited the cotmtif 
since call'd 'Bonissia' or 'Prussia.' 
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' Kibe ' and ' Odei I ' — from your waters suige a nuglUy people's 

throes, — 
Pedant ' Fritz's ' smooth descendant. State Emt^ric, quacks their 

woes. 
From their souls th^ tend the rivets, — royal rivets, — hollow 

words i — 
As strong 'Samson,' in his nalcing, burst the seven-fold toil of cords. 
Roar they like the madden'd 'Aurochs' as he snuffe the tainted air, 
When a mighty rival 'Aurochs ' crushes forward to his lair, 
Stamping, pawing in their anguish'd enei|i;etic fierce disdain 
That Convention's laws should bind man, soul and body, in a chain; 
Through such weary nights of Ages profitless as ' Marah's ' spring ; — 
Where the people is the shadow, and the substance Is the King.' 

' Watchman, is it sooth thou sayest ? Look again into the night I 
Further, further through the daikness ! — See'st thou there no coming 
light?' 

' North-away I see a mighty swarm of Nations stand array'd, 
Ann'd and ready for the struggle, — yet none bares his battle-blade. 
Myriads from the frosty ' Zero,' myriads from the fertile plains 
Where the sober blood discreetly saunters through Sclavonic veins. 
Myriads from the ' Don ' and ' Volga ' — shepherd-dogs of Russia's 

tribes; 
Ready as * Darius' ' Scythians with their lances and their jibes. 
' Tunguse ' archers from the ' Lena,' where primeval Mammoths 

freeze; — 
Mardy * Fins ' and dwindled ' Lapons,' — Tartars from the 

Chersonese j — 



'Auraeis.' The bison of Europe. It stiU exist* and is preserv'd by the 
■ Ciat ' in the marshy fwests of ' Lithuania.' 
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From die fiat that once was ' Poland ' comes a melancholy crew I 
From * Fiometheus' ' ice-bouDd prison stalk Circassia's captires few. 
Looming in their front a presence noble as the shade of Saul, 
Towers in autocratic grandeur, head and shoulders o'er them all. 
He the master — he the mover — holding by a viewless band 
The sixth part of men dependent in the balance of his halid ! * 

' Watchman fearful I Watchman dreary I Look again into the night! 
Further — furtho* in the darkness I — See'st thou yet no coming light J' 

' Eut-away where * Daovbe ' wanders, thorough ' Stqipe,' and 

thorou^ Fen ; 
' Croat ' fierce and ' Magyar ' noble {met in qTiairel) play the men ! 
All around them lurid watch-fires — all around them smoking heaps. 
Where the viUiige stood so lately that the widow'd mother weeps. 
Honour to paternal rulers 1 not an oak but bears its freight 
Of rebellious peasants swinging in the service of the State I 
Honour to exalted ' younkers I ' in scholastic ranks anay'd. 
To do battle with the ' Mighty ' for the shadow of a shade I 
Wherefore all this coil, good people ? — for the delegated rule 
Of a ' Mayor of.the Palace,' and the birth-iight of a fool 1 - 
For Opinion stifled duly, — for poor Liberty's demise, 
For Germanic aspirations rotting out in prison-sighs ? 
Woe unto the noble people in whose halls an Empress Queen 
(Mother of this line of puppets), suppliant with her child was seen : 
' Moriamur I moriamui ! ' 'tis the Magyar's gathering cry ! 
Then it was — 'Pro rege nostro,' — now 'tis, 'For ourselves we die!" 

' Boding Watchman ! cheerless Watchman 1 Look again into the 

night! 
Deeper, deeper in the darkness I — see'st thou there no coming li^t?' 
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* Southward up a mighty rumour, parent of the coming day, 
Growls and thieaiens as an earth-quake when 'Vesuvius' ' forges play. 
Once again the ' Seven-hlll'd City,' muzzled oft and much be^ool'd, 
Casts the slough of priest-ciaft from her, — fierce as when the 'Rienzi' 

rul'd. 
All her scailet-tnantled ntlers, partners in the ' triple Crown,' 
Old excrescences of worship, feeble mummeries, go down I 
He their idol — he their wise one — bearer of St Peter's keys, — 
MufBed in & garb domestic, faint, with none pursuing, flees. 
Strong in labour, true to training, grudgers of inane display. 
Such a people were die Romans in the first Republic's day : 
Weak of purpose, bitter railers, untaught, treacherous and vain ; 
Such a people are the Romans now they think to rise agoia 
Babblers for Italian Empire, whither are your strong men fled ? 
'Tis the law of self-existence, that the hand should guard the head. 
Pale ' Aiminius ' with his legions looks sarcastically down 
On a kindly German warrior winning back your iron crown ; 
Sees an old man, (not yet weary of his eighty stiiring years,) 
Tmiuning boaster's flaunting projects with his military shears ; 
Sees a migh^ coil of prattUng loosen'd by a sturdy stroke ; 
Such as ' Alexander's ' falchion dealt upon the ' Gordian yoke.' 
Learn then to be wise and' sober,— learn to lose and dare again I 
Strong C^inion waUcs before youl — loosening ev'iy tyrant's chain 1' 

'Watchman ! is it sooth thou sayest? Look once more into the night 1 
Nearer, nearer in the darkness F— See'st thou there no coming light ?' 

' Nearer still, I see a people ever loving notions strange ; 

Still a^iuilding, ne'er completing; — foot4>all of perpetual change. 

■ <krmm murior.' Field-Maisluil ' R>d«Ukl' 
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Tickled by the feather ' Glory,' — ^vasiats of a 'dead-man's name,' — 
Every dexfrous knave cajoles them with his gre«n-wood smolce fta- 

flame. 
Tattlers, talkers, busy-mockers, poets, theorists, and thieves, 
Each prescribes in jest or earnest, while the Social body grieves ; 
Each in glorious sounding phrases to his fellow-fools proclaims 
That 'the World ' is looking on them ! Yes ! — their house has 

been in flames. 
Each will lead a captive audience so be leave the beaten track ; 
Careless, if he win their plaudits, in what pl^t the fools get back. 
' Blanquist,' ' Montagnard,' ' Icarian,' levellers of ev'ry grade. 
Wander up and down complaining in the waste themselves have 

made; 
But the burgess, heavy-laden with democracy's arrears, 
Sighs at home for something stabler than the emfure of his peers. 
Rulers throwing glamour over simplest rules of ri^t and wtchi& 
Prove a wind&ll on the sudden — cimning seldom prospers long^ 
That found he — the man of wand'rings who so lately slunk astde^ 
Unregretted, now forgotten, — boating it with sword untried ; 
That found he, — but leaves behind him grievous store of weigbtia- 

things 
Than the maintenance of systems and the ' d^ch^ance ' of Kings.— 
Anger, hatred, bankrupt coffers, fear, and jealousies, and spite, — 
Military rule before her, — from our Neighbour comes no li^t t ' 

< Watchman ! yet once more I call thee'; — Look again into the night! 
Hf^ly from yon Western Ocean's Eldorado comes the li^' 

' ' Gold is there, and lands for asking, — younger energies than oun :' 
Wond'roiu plants enamell'd brig^ta — fertilis'd by milder showers. 
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Wilder talk snd quainter phrases, — ready symbols of new things 
That severe discoverets founded flying from our Stuart kingSL 
Mightier floods and longer cause-ways, forests measur'd by degrees ; — 
Rolling pastURS mote unbounded, fairiei islands, purpler seas ! — 
Yet withal a steiiing venture from oui ' Angl&Saxon ' stock, — 
Unencumber'd with the trappings (Crown and Peers) and debt the 

rock. 
Man, the truest source of wel&re, thither teeming Europe sends , — 
Elbow-room for countless millions makes light taxes and fast friends ! 
Thither fruitful source of discord tyrant ' Libya ' sends the slave I 
Little tight that sorts with Honour travels o'er the Western wave. 
They are young — and we are aged — ours are customs cherish'd long; 
Twin'd and twisted as the grain that makes our hedge-grown oak so 

strong. 
TTs not eVry sand that's golden ! — every sea that crusts with ice I 
Nor does ev'ry seaward gale from ' blest Arabia ' teem widi spice I * 
I 

' In this World-wide consternation, in this fall of States and Thrones, — 
Mid the din of arms and tumul^ — woman's wail, and warrior's 

groans; 
White ' the Stars are falling round thee,' and ' the sun and moon are 

blood ;' 
And 'the sea and waves are roaring,' as they roar'd in Noah's flood; — 
Strong in self-humiliation, sorrowful — but nothing scar'd,— 
With thy loins for action gilded — oh ] my Country I watch prepar'd t 
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V(f Y son ! my little drooping child I mankind's last path I tread :— 

A little longer — and the moulds lie tuifiess o'er my head. 
A few more sighs — a groan or two, set teeth and clenched hands, — 
And the poor slave of ' calico ' before his Maker stands ! 

' I've seen in this unhaUow'd town colossal fortunes rise, — 

While I have gnaVd the crust of toil, and quench'd my youth with 

sighs. 
I've watch'd the track of heartless gain from penuiy to wealth ; 
Bale upon bale — and pile on pile — built up on poor men's health. 
Oh ! envy not their sleepless nights in villas rich and raie ; 
Gamish'd with tasteless ornament, brave stufis, and costly ware. 
Seething in vapours fat with death the ragged infants ply 
Their sixteen hours — reduc'd to ten, — hurrah for sympathy ! 
Droop, droop, — drop, drop ! — how speedily into the shallow grave. 
Where the rank ' God's acre ' festers, and the grasses never wave I 
What I though our masters speechify on Trade's unfetter'd blessings;— 
While they bind us and they grind us, — ^what boot their lip-caressingi? 
lis the soul too and the body that must pander to th^ will ; — 
Our tyrants make one hiring of the person and the skilL 
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A score or tidity mnteis of enlerpnae in trade, 
And ' strikes ' and tpeculation, — and the tDOUtor fomtne's nude 1 
He quits the tDira « 'milGinaii'e,'sndsed» a distant Shire, 
And buys m landed property and sets up for a Squire ; 
And the poor-man in the village, and the ' cottar ' on the hill. 
And the hang^-on about the Hall, and Uie widow by the mill. 
Say, — ' Times are sorely alter'd since die monorable day 
When die good ' decay'd old FamUy ' with tdaBsings inss'd awaj) ! ' 

A day of steam 1 a time of steel I the fling of new ideas I 
An age of attifidal life and riches wrung from tears ! 
The verdure's blotted from the earth, the gases taint the breeze, 
And foliage droops supinely from the lank and smoky trees. 
The coal-shaft peeps out grimly from a waste of wither'd thorn ; 
And vitriol's death-dews blister the lean and hungry com. 
On the ' bight ' upon the moor-l&nd, i' die gullies shelter'd deep, 
In the little ' close ' beside the wood — a score of slattern sheep. 
A ' cadger's ' donkey browses between the yellow ' furze,' — 
A ' fighting bull-dog ' grins among the mob of village curs : — 
The garden door hangs open into the miiy way. 
Where, yet too young for mill-woik, a gang of infants play. 
Tall taper chimneys pointing (unhalloVd Mammon's spires,) 
To where our ' rich ones ' worship the greed that never tires. 
Each ■ passer-by ' tells ;Jainly as flesh and blood can speak, 
Of license for the 'bully' and hardships for the weak. 

Oh for the ruddy faces that crowd the rustic street 1 
The wdttrimm'd ' plat' before the door, the white-wosh'd cottage neat 
With lattic'd window opening out on trellis-work of flowers, — 
The China rose and jessamine, — alas they die on ours I 

VOL. II. o 
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The village green with cricketers — the blacksmith's open door, 
Where busy gossips muster when working time is o'«. 
The bench for trav'llss' comfort set beneath the sfseading thom 
Where the 'Squire's Arms' hong creaking lon^ long ere he was bom. 
The foot-path leading past the church, and near the good old Hall, 
And crossing the dear trout-stream by the rushing waterfalL 
Sweet, healthy, cheerful beauties, that lavish Nature throws 
O'er hamlets not yet trade-blown, — ^where still the violet blows. 
And the ni^tingale is heard o' nights in the thickets of the lanes ; 
And the ' collar-bells ' are jingling from the farmers' market-wains. 

The sick'ning whirr of straps and wheels — I hear it in my sleep ; 
'Twill haunt me i' the church-yard, an ye make not my grave deep I 
I see the surly task-master in peevish anger stand, 
To tax the sUps of vacant mind, and rate the faults of hand. 
The task that withers us and ours is measur'd by the day;^ 
Not by the gently lapsing years of unperceiv'd decay. 

Thy mother was an orphan child unfit for life's turmoil ; 
Few spar'd for her the kindly word that blunts the edge of toil 
She grew to years uimotic'd by the profligate and vain ; 
An operative unit in the busy sum of gain. 
For many a year I watch'd her droop, long time of hope bereft ; 
She bore me tons and dau^ters — but thou alone ait lefL 
And now I'm pas^ng from thee, — this thready pulse of life 
Must beat a litde longer, and the mourner joins the wife. 

Beware, my son, of ' clubs ' and ' leagues '-^mistrust the speciotts 
tongu&' 
There's a way of fiSing cofiers by manuiact'ring wrong. 
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Let them follow up misfortune to tlie dismal red-brick street, 

Where the stricken hand and faded heart in bitterness retreat, 

To rot within a stone's-cast of the speculator's hall, 

Who draughts them off remorseless as the foreign markets fall. 

There's fiill fling for our ' leaguers ' in the hovels of the poor ; 

Let them shoulder scrip and budget and trudge from door to door. 

And leave ' Mechanics' Institutes ' and evening ' Halls of Trade,' 

Where, cramm'd with disaffection, the working man's betray'd. ' 

They're a strong class — our masters 1 a wordy and a loud ; — 

Resourceful in their grievances, and plausible, and proud. 

And a fashion's come in lately, a truckling to the cry 

Of a novel hybrid element — ' the Calicocracy.' 

Draw near, and mark 1 — while riches are the guerdon of intrigue 

And interest prompt our leaders — my son, distrust a league t 
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Cats 'RosseB* to 'Hampden' — our names, (odd enough,) 
'^ Stand good in 3SI ages for patriot stuff: 
Though tiie sea treated ' John ' ill, be guided by me. 
And DO stonns shall keep ' Dickson ' from Hereford's see. 
The descendant of ' William ' st&kes that much upon ' 
His family love for tjie namesake of ' John.' 

Says ' Hampden ' to ' Russell,' if Churchmen are fiery, 
We must give them a touch of disus'd ' premuntre.' 
Your Oxford divines are an obstinate set. 
As Hampden the M.P. or S.P. e'er met. 
Would you really believe it ? for more than six years 
TheyVe lock'd up their pulpit, and block'd up their ears. 

Says * Russell ' to * Hampden,' leave thdr goose to me 1 
I can cook it ! — meanwhile ' Dickson Renn ' take the See ! 
Says ' Hampden ' to ' Russell ' with unction — aye ! many 1 
But then came the Bishops S. Oxon, M. Harry, 

' Renn Dickson Hampden ' had been before bis elerntion to the see oT 
HeMtbrd for riz jeais Regius Prolestoi of Divinity at Oxford, but they 
wonld not listen to him. His office was ft ainecnre^ They sud — 'be was 
not orthodox,' and 10 fjnisb'd him off at once, 

Sftrnnd WQberibice, Biahop of Oxford. Han; Fhillpott, Bislx^ of 



h, Google 



THE SEE OF HEREFORD. 197 

Who met and discours'd of the * congS d'^ire,' 

Kmbodied their scruples, and stated their fear 

In a pamphlet by Harry, (for writmg's his forte,) 

As long in good sooth as the answer was short; 

For never since ' Job ' was a batch of advice 

Dispos'd of, next post, by reply more concise. 

But a Bishop's wet blanket will not quench 3 Dean, 

So the Chapter House too must eidiibit its scene, 

Where it seems the poor Church's old mantle of black 

Was very nigh rent from her reverend back; 

Such pulling, and hauling, and riving ensued 

Twixt the Dean and his Chapter, iacUn'd to be mde. 

But numbers, as numbers do most times, bore sway, 

And ' Russell ' and ' Renn Dickson ' carried the day. 

Then ' the Globe ' shouted loudly — ' He never had ssud it 1' 

And 'Oxon' discoveT*d 'he never had read it I' 

And as for proceedings — ' how could he have meant 'em ? 

And felt oveijoy'd that he yet could prevuit 'em ;' 

With other line sayings that prove him to be 

A very fine pleader of fiddle-dedee, 

Wise enough for a Court, and too good for a See. 

Now to make this remarkable quarrel complete. 

And insure every Pagan amongst us a treat, 

Let * Hampden ' and ' Russell,' those patriot names. 

Revive ' Harry's ' Statutes, and * Queen Mary's ' flames : 

Since the Dean has preferr'd what Whigs (plsceless) would style 

'A dtizen's ri^t, to a Minister's smile.' 
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. Garjt Faurtk Earl cf AimUtli. \ 



■ E> (flulk tu lUcnu* M hie' 

A SOLSHH pair renown'd for tiresome strains, 
(Long-winded rivals on Arcadia's plains,) 
Damon and Lycidas, did lately meet 
By stealth, at old ' Damxtas' ' country seat. 
He gave them lodging, and he made them dine ; 
He fiU'd their caps with mighty middling vine ; 
He bade, for party ends, th^ wran^^ing cease, 
And join'd their noses in the kiss of peace. 

Dailctas. 

Friends I (for I call you fiiends, your feuds laid by,) 

Tia bounets prompts this interview, not 1 1 

For who but fools or patriots maintain 

A barren quarrel — when there's aught to g^ ? 

To him who most fiwgets, and most fbi^ves, 

And least abash'd by antecedents lives, 
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This ' staff of office,' apt (at jobs, I bring \ 
So banish coyness, and proceed to sing ! 
Blazon your special deeds ! your fires arouse I 
And shake the laureb that adorn your brows. 

Damon. 
Well I remember when, (before the Peace,) 
I sought thy ruin'd &nes, dismantled Greece I 
On my return a learned book I writ, 
' Wilkins ' approVd, and ' Murray ' publish'd it. 

LrciDAs. 
And I, selecting from my ' waife ' and ' strays,' 
Bound up a little faggot of ' Essays ;' 
' Arrouca's Nun,' pure maid of snow and flame, 
I gave my Coimtry,— but withheld my name. 

Damon. 

Serenely snug, on good old Tory Boich, 

Ere Liberal freaks gave ' good old times ' a wrench. 

Of ' Foreign Policy ' I leam'd the trick. 

And won th' ingenuous heart of ' Mettemich.' 

Lycidas. 
Long time I toil'd the Patriot's wreath to win. 
But my heart fail'd me, and my legs grew thin. 
Kind Heaven at length vouchsaPd a wondrous cure, 
In ' six and thirty lines ' by ' Thomas Moore.' 
Ere ' Villiers ' spoke, or ' Cobden's ' League was bom, 
Or ' Peel ' veer'd round, I lov'd free-trade in com ; 
And thus tum'd over an enlighten'd page. 
Years in advance of this presumptuous age. 
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LVCIDAS. 

CaD'd yoong and vigorous to direct the storm, 
I smote * the Tories ' vith complete Rdbrm. 
Unshrinkingly resolv'd no job to spare, 
1 1^ ' the Whigs ' a Boioi^ here and there. 

Damok. 
When ' Queen Victoria ' o'er the waters Sew 
To joia the King of France at ' Chiteau d'Eu,' 
She took me with her great renown to win, 
' Louis Philippe ' and ' Guizot ' took me in. 

LVCISAS. 

I wrote to ' Durham's Bishop ' o'er my wine, 
And * no surrender ' breath'd in every line ; 
Cooler next day, and lesa pugnacious grown, 
like a wise man I left ' Wiseman ' alone. 

Damon. 
When vex'd Athena saw the British Fleet, 
Anchoring unbidden at her polish'd feet, 
Incensed, with reason, at so base a blow, 
I spoke my mind of ' Don Pacifica' 

LvaoAs. 
When burly ' Corydon ' Ust year made free 
^acknowledge ' Louis ' without leave from me, 
I did not leave the matter long in doubt,— 
But first tum'd him, and tlien he tum'd me out 



THE WOBURN BUCOUC. x 

Dauatab. 
Cease, tuneful pair 1 for lo the 8un descends 
And this great contest undedded ends. 
To each a separate prize my skill awards, 
And glads ' the Commons,' as it cheers * the Lords.* 
You, ' Damon,* to our League shall give your name. 
At once alighdng on the peak of Fame; 
You, Lyddas I whose pen has lately stxin'd, 
Wth luthless ink irtiate'er of ' Moore ' renain'd, 
Con over Cobbett I study Mnnsjr's page, t 
And reappear the Fhcenix of your age ; 
A great ' Subor^nate,' c^'d forth to lead 
The Commons House unoffic'd and unfee'd. 
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TT ow gallanti3r, how meirily, 

We glide down Rotten-row ! 
Out ' Exhibition ' over 

And ' Paxton ' made ' Sir Joe.' 
At home our ' New Reform Bill,' — 

Abroad our old device 
For dipping British fingeis 

Into other people's pes. 
All Europe knows our triumph, — 

Strange shapes around us sweep, 
Moustach'd things come to look at us,— 

The ' Haynaus ' of the deep : 
In OUT wake, with loud addresses, 

Follows ' Finsbury's ' bold sh^k : 
Oh proud must be ' our Minister ' 

Of his approving maik I 

Ob proud must be ' our Minister ! ' 

{Though he look pale to day), 
Of twice two hundred staunch M.P.'s 

That will his call obey ; 
That spoke for him, and voted 

Like Britons, (right or wrong,) 
What time for Don ' Facifico ' 

He pitch'd it in so strong. 
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Oh I would I were our HitiBter, 

To orda with a word ; 
To ' bottle hold judiciously,' 

While Radicals applaud ; 
I'd shout to yonder Gharic there 

That flounders in our lee, 
' Some day 111 make thee stepping stone 

To my new Ministry 1 ' 

' Out MintBtet ' grew busier 

The more the tempest blew ; 
Still work'd he all the menier ; 

And smil'd upon his crew ; 
And he blew a kiss to ' Bnunmagem,' 

And one to ' Finsbury,' 
Till at last he saw the treason. 

That was gathering in his lee. 
He winc'd 1 'Twas but a moment 1 

For speedily the pride 
Ran crimson to his heart, and 

All 'Russells ' he defied. 
It gave firmness to his purpose 

And direction to his pluck ; 
And he look'd like some grim pugilist 

Thaf s down upon his luck. 

One mom we went to Windsor, 

(But not to see the play ;) 
And we knew our fine ' old Minister ' 

Had gotten his ' cong&' 
And we heard the buzz of whispers, 

Though nothing could we see, 
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But a smite upon ' Grey's ' features 

At this, — ' grand fiut accompli.' 
For hours we sat bewilder'd. 

And next day ia the Gatette, 
The RameoCknew 'Minister' 

(Iq bUck and vhitci) we met 
And neve from thai momeot^ 

Do we wish ti^im to see, 
A ' Finsb'iy Deputation ' Shark 

Come &0UDd'rii)g on our tee- 



' The Fuubmy Deputation ' to congntulate and encourage (lOnl 
Palmenton wu the means of putting the saJd Lord out of the Miniitry 
£» FordgQ Affidn ; bat h* found aa occarioa shortly afteiwuds to 
upset the then Fiime Minifter, Lord John Euid], and oltiinately 
became himself one of the most popular Prime Hinistets, English 
History can tbotr. 
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Kit, tst Kaffir (dmstd Mand «m/, « ateitJ kat, and a 
s/y-glass). 

Kat, fnd ditto (dnaedm a pair a/ ngimaUa/ ttvtaers, 
tied ehak-fasUoH mmd Ait mak.) 
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Sctne,~ihe Bush. 

Kit. 
o, Kat, old ftStm, any sport ? 



Kat. 



I've bagg'd 

Niae head of cattle, and a white that lagg'd. 
In vain at me his musket he presented ; 
Here 'tis ! worth nothing ! — not the last invented. 
Twill do to frighten ciows, eventual end 
Of all the playthings that their Ordnance send. 

Krc. 
This coat behold 1 I stripp'd it from the dead ; 
And took this cock'd hat from a British head, 
llianks to the Missionaries and the Quakers, 
(In charitable commerce hot partakeis,) 
We're full of powdei now, clean, diy, and stiong ;— 
And shall be Ml of Mim^ guns ere long. 
But what's the oevra from England, gentle sir? 
Hast liad a tine from our Commissioner ? 



} A KAFFIR ECLOGUE. 

Kat. 
Sir Harry Smith (who bade us kiss his toe) 
Has got a wigging and a hint to go. 
They say that folks in England think it queer 
That we are lifting cattle in his rear. 
I have it also from the same sure quarter, 
That Grey (our foe) is just now in hot water. 
My conespondent then goes on to say, 
' The war costs them four thousand pounds a day, 
And hopes we do it cheaper ;' — otherwise, 
' Hell give a twelvemonth's credit for supplies 1 ' 

Krr. 
Considerate man ! Well, this I must declare, 
His offer's most ridiculously fair ! 
Your English merchant is a trump indeed, 
And fills his pockets, let who may succeed. 
Tell him that Kat will take a thousand stand 
Of Minii muskets for his private band ; 
The price depending on the next convoy 
Our arms may scatter, or our arts decoy. 

Kat. 
But, Kit, I trust the colonists won't mt ! 
Our light-heeled clans these scarlet troops despise ; 
But a Dutch roir slily traversing 
Behind a waggon's quite another thing I 
And sorry should I be to see them change 
The British musket for its sweeping range. 

'Xttr,' La^ riflei used 1^ the Dutch boen. 
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Our hills are strong, our Kaffirs hard to hit, 
Our thoms are nam'd with reason wait-a-bti ; 
But spite of hill, and thictet, gorge, and glen, 
Then we must kiss his toe : — but not till then. 

Kit. 
Ka,t I thou sayest well I But when did Kat not hit 
TTie target's centre with his ready wit ? 
I leave thee now I for know, a drove of kine, 
(Real out-and-outers, most uncommon fine), 
Are on their way to victual Somerset ; 
Tho' he love beef, he hasn't got it yet. 

Kat. 
Bravo, my Kit 1 but steady ! listen 1 listen I 
I see (a mile oS) their red jackets glisten. 
Tis an advance in line ! a grand attack I 
Therefore, my friend, good nioming, — well &11 back. 
\Exit Kit <md Kat by differtnt roads; in a s/wrt 
time the report of firearms is heard in the bush, 
and a British officer {in a red coat) is carried to 
the rear badly wounded. 

JOHM Davis. 
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VISCOUNT MAIDSTONE. 



JMitn/eJ U ih* Ebcitrt of Wiitmimster, 



' Oaf mftn ID bm^tcran ^u]1 tvva hinwv ntongh, 
Aad fed ihcy tos UB 'pcatbrnUsmiffi' 
And thoa|^ I kdfia itot btnofl muatk'd to yv, 
Who HBiqsen im Adl find ■ uabbon fa*.' 



CHAPMAN AND HALL, 
193 Piccadilly. 
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A FEW WORDS OF EXPLANATION. 



In the year 1851 I stood for Westnunster as » g up porter 
of Lord Derby*) govenunent ; and in my address to die 
ElectoiB ware tbe fUlowing words. June 36. 

*I hope to see Lord Deiby's government is possesuoorf 
the confidence of the People, and a majority in Parliament ! 
For after him, the Delnge P 

This expression was not a little taken hold of at the tim^ 
and the succeeding state of things came to be call'd 'Loid 
Maidstone's Deluge.* 

The Right Hon*'* Thomas Balnngton Macaulay thought fit 
to allude to it at Edinburgh, about the end of Oct' i8;2, and 
receiv'd a letter from me reminding him of some of his own 
■hort-comings. Sir James Graham too in his speech at Car- 
lisle, Jan" 2, 1853, (when the catastrophe had taken place, 
and Lord Derby had been forc'd to resign by a cOTnbinati<» 
afterwards represented by Lord Aberdeen's famous * Coalitiiui 
government,' which prov'd such a lamentable failure) says— 
'Let me in the first [riace congratulate you upon our safety. 
Lord Derby's govenunent is overthrown but the Deluge is not 
come yet. We are not all swept away.' 

The chief part of the Whig and Radical Press haviof 
thotigfat fit to attack me in the most oRensive manner ia 
consequence of the course I pursued in vindicating my political 
convictions ; and the Westminster Electors having prefen'd 
the claims of Sir John Shelley and General Evans to mine ; 
(which to tell the truth were only advanc'd at the last moment, 
and [Mutook of the nature of a forloni hope ;) I determin'd to 
fight it out with them all in the tump 1 and for this purpose 
publish'd my own version of ' the Deluge,' which I dedicated to 
tbe Electors of Westminster. It was but a political squib after 
all, yet it seem'd to have found out some of the enemy's weak 
points, for 1 was greeted with such a chorus of howls, and 
such a flood of abuse upon its appearance, that 1 had do 
difficulty in ordering a third edition to be printed. The 
original Satire has been curtail'd considerably, as many of its 
allusions are no longer of interest, and it 1^ been, I h(^ 
improv'd. 

I wrote a Preface to the second Edition, in which a friend is 
represented as endeavouring to put an end to the contest, but 
unsuccMsfully. With that 1 shall now begin. 187S. 
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PREFACE TO SECOND EDITION. 



Hold, stop him I caught at last, — * My worthy friend, 
Is this a quairel then widiout an end ? ' 

& 

' Without an end ? — Why that depends on freak, 
As ' Grey's colonial poEcy ' on pique. 
Quarrels are parlous things, — and may arise 
From anything that crawls, or walks, or flies; 
A tramping Helen, or an injur'd state, 
A tyrant's head-ache, or a eunuch's hate ; 
An idle word in jest or anger spoken, 
A block-head's noddle, or a king's faith broken ; 
Quairels are manifold ;* 

' Agreed I but pray, 
Why in the name of prudence court a fray ? 
Why pull down ' Landot ' from his cunile cbaii, 
And crown with fool's-cap those who plac'd him there ? 
Why cuff the critics in relentless sport. 
Or try ' Macaulay ' in his own pack'd court ? 
And like some &bled Paladin engage 
Aloo^ with every monster of the age ? 
Tia a rash venture 1'— 
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'Truel the cost I know; 
But honotv promptly sod justice deals the blow ; 
And loroething still to ■ good cause I owe 1' 



'Against a thousand banded blades yon figfat I 
And many say — The Press must suie be right ; 
For if 'twere otherwise it would not sell V 



' Amend yonr instance 1 or affinn as well 

On crab-tree stocks because some pipjuns grow. 

And winter decks some th<mis with mistletoe, 

Because Vligilius did somewhile extol 

Geese as the Saviours of the Capitol,— 

All geese aie nightingales in Psfihian bower ; 

And crabs, in general, anything but soui 1 

' Cobden ' is right I in spite of all their vapour, 

Tis 'news' not 'principle' that sells a paper.' 



' Yet, 'tis a power against which none may stand ! 

The only tyrant left on British Land. 

' Time '■ serving Statesmen in its oflSce wait, 

And Soldiers fown, and Judges hesitate, 

Lest word or deed of theirs should lead to strife 
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* From an opjavssive master lies appeal 
To the plain truth, which in their hearts men feel. 
77tat Court alone the genuine issue tries, 
And, without &VOUT, Ceosorsbip supplies.' 



' Now for the Critics ! Why affront their power 

Who make the favourites of the varying hour ? 

Who rightly manag*!} in the usual ways. 

Grant dnsel crowns, and imitation bays ; 

But ' burke ' in silence and in spleen his books 

Whose tot^pie ne'er falters, and whose knee ne'er crooks. 



' Where leiuning, taste, and judgment all combin'd 
Meet in one accurate and noble mind, 
With reverent thanks the critic's rule I own. 
And with submission listen near his throne. 
But when the freaks of accident send forth 
Men of small learning and of slender worth, 
To drive a roaring trade in praise or blarney 
To mete out calumny, and discount &me; 
Making a rotten borough of the Press, 
Above ' commissions ' and beyond redress ; — 
Judges and Court with equal scorn I spurn, 
And to your verdict, generous Public, turn. 



N- 



die Deluge. 



s the Deluge 1 said I not, fnends, right? 
Huirah for Cobden ! and three cheers for Bright ! 
Heads are revers'd where tails were wont to be^ 
Mountains are islands, continents a sea. 
From every quarter streams of faction flow, 
Darkness above, and chaos down below. 
Brooks swell to torrents I sudden springs boil up I 
Each paltry furrow lends its brimming cup ; 
Till every river God, last year so dry. 
Becomes ' Aquarius ' with profuse supply. 

The rock where late a battling Utan stood 
Now makes a. whirlpool in the rising flood. 
Alone, and hopeless, but still unsubdued. 
He watch'd the waters in their maddest mood ; 
On shabby raft disdain'd the hint to fly. 
And when his time was come, remain'd to die I 



•A battliHg Titan.' The Ri^t Hont^ Edwftrd Geofiier Eul of 
Derby, then Piime Minister. 

'//iitt la fiy.' After the issue of the Elections in iSjz, (which it soon 
■ppeu'd were nn&Touiable,) it wu hinted or suggested to Loid Derl^ 
that be should resign withont meetii^ FuliHinenl ; a course which he 
dedin'd to follow ; partly mov'd t:^ his own undaunted teropei, and pully 
decdv'd by the pnrfeivons <rfhis political opponents that they would giv« 
his ministiy • fair triaL What that &ut trial was, has now become a. 
matter of history. 
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Nor late, nor long uncertain did iu 
For in volcanic waves arose the tid 
And with it, rav'nously dispos'd, th 
Monsters with open jaws, -and -eyes 

The great ' Sea Serpent of Ae 1 
With teeth like barrow's, and 'Cor 
' Thrashers * Irom Erin, Carlisle wa 
That love to tear the living flesh b; 
' Peelite Medusae ' various and con 
* Hancestrian sword fish ' — sharks 
While looming large with formidat 
Scholastic Rhedycina sends her w1 

The Titan did not blench— his 
More deeds of death than when 
Another Homer might describe hi 
But ever as he fought die waters n 
Till surgmg high above the topmoi 
Titan, and combatants, and rock i 

Then over all the World deep 
Bearing frail barks, or corses of th< 
Men who once hop'd in salaried e 
As long as Ministries had ought tc 
Bodies of Portoai, and ^J^tmrigk. 
Borne on the list for places, pensit 

'CmieUftr km:' Cobdea'i twtiiMiniri 
tfanc pec cent coimoU. 

'DemmrigitlXJ^-. Of thit ml •>« Ship 
peq,' ttw peoiUeat oppoDcnt aT Sir Rabart Wi 
Rerer nicccedt'd in bribing. 
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At times a Chiicrtnias .ok contes drifting bjr, 
Anon some ' trinuMt ' wttb «n stoiotis ejre, 
While ' Broker gulls ' in gibb'ring circles wheel, 
And HelKCir pettek wiih iodaed ftir ' PeeL' 

But not all nature raouras the cfiimal scene, 
Nor views with grief the diu{^>earing green ; 
CompUceat phocK {placeisen) ■osm abound, 
Who love the IMuge that invades die ground. 
So that soioe core lenata, wme sandy shoie, 
Where after diraofir they may loU and sntne, 
These calves of Proteus are content to view 
Cities submerg'd, and Nations niin'd too. 

But now I drop this allegoric masque, 
For giavra satire, and a sterner task. 

E'en as I write, perhaps the ' craveU'd Thane ' 
Sits in conclave with ' Russell ' and ' Delane.' 
The ' l^es,' good 'weadiercock, has rattled round. 
And &els the gpn'ral pulse with looks profound : 
As thus — * Good people whom it may concern, 
From us hoth modesty and wisdom learn ! 
Where twelve aqniants to one [dace appear 
But one can win,— eleven must lose, — that's clear t 



' Rnt of tbe «at-fM pholnnr ahstt be seen 
The travelled Tbone, Athenian Aberdeen.' 

Ei^liih Bards aud SceUi £aUaaeti. 
'DtUm*,^ Editor of the Tima Newspaper. 
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Then need we ny to patriots, Be good boys 1 
And if you're dttappcnnted, make no ndse 1 ' 

See where they come I iriiat wrui^og diokes Ae street 1 
How steams the lobby when our patriots meet 1 
Each man ' Achitophel ' in his own eyes, 
And like his type unpro&tably wise. 
How can it work 7 unless by magic spell 
The disappointed hang themselves as well I 
'Wood' — 'Gontbum' — 'Gneme' rush forth — and each unlocks 
With desp'rate key the Nation's money-box. 
To this fiee-J^t Athenian Aberdeen 
Looks on in silence that conceals his spleen ; 
And sees, in their fraternity made plain, 
A bitter fore-taste of his future re^. 

Now came the leader of that veteran band 
The Whigs, that nil'd so long our Fatherland : 
(A little ' clique,' a ' coterie ' drawn dry, 
That courts no entry, and brooks no supply.) 



'H<mg iktmu^es as ntll.' The end at Achitophel, who in Di]pdai'( ' 
poem i* Ihiu mentioo'd. 

' Then seii'd with fear, but still Rffecdug bme, 
UsDip'd the patriot's all-atoning Dame. 

So easy itill it proves in factious tlmea I 

Wilh/BJ&c Ko/to cancel/rnnulecriinea.' i 

Ahaiom and A t k it ^ ul . 
The Gnt qoarrel in the Coalition minittiy itom between Men^Wood 
and Goulbum, and Sii Jamea Graham, who each wiib'd to be ChanceUcr I 
of the Ezcbeqner. 

•Luultr of that vcltrtm hand.' 'Lord J<^ Rutsell,' who hod been 
himself Piime Miniuer. 
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To lead the C<Hnmoas {as before) his aim ; 
But Gladstone bedutes, and doubts his claim. 
Splitter of hairs, a ' schoolman ' staimch was he, 
In mode, in tense, in figure and decree. 

These two ' the Thane ' in trembling balance weighs. 
Computes their value, and defines theii praise ; 
Finds ' Russell ' peevish, injudicious, bold, 
A litde careless, and too prompt to scold. 
Finds Gladstone subde, sober, and precise. 
But ouis'd by Oxford in distinctions nice ; 
Acting perforce against his natural friends. 
But hoping still to mould them to his ends. 
The balance trembles with this pond*rous freight, — 
Now Gladstone sinks, now Russell gains in weight. 
Now pause the fatal scales, — till settling fiiir 
Russell preponderates by half a luur. 

O'er this decision Rabelais might smile, 
Or Saocho gloat in Barataiia's isle ; 
But thou, ' sad chie^' hast Falmerston to coax, 
And old dismissals to pass ofl' for jokes ; 
Thine own notorious snubbing to forget. 
With other sallies of our Grecian pet; 



' JtmuU pr^ondtrates.' A new office ornUhei ft new post wu invented 
expresdy foi Lmd John Rnttell; he ww made Leadei of the Home of 
Commooi, bat without office or wluy. 

'TTttiM emt netariata mmtbing.'. Falmenton's well known cha^ of 
'uiiiquated imbecility' brought by him againtt Lord Abeideen in cotue- 
qoenoe of » speech of bit made in the House of LoidE, Jane 18, iSjo. 
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Who greatly comcnant in Ford 
Consults no coUcMgae, vaA spn 
Say, melaodKdy ' Feci,' witkoul 
The*e old ' vendettH ' caa'st tk 
Nepenthe's hard to find — foigivi 
And Statesmen kiss the sweetest 

Moss-trooping ' James t * the 
Must come from England and t 
Hail, Teteran ridei I with the ba 
And tatter'd plaid on thy maiau 
Ready in foray, — stifT in stoui ti 
A ' rnver ' from the ' Waste of ( 
In days gone by such free-boote 
Came at the last to visit ' Hairi 
But now, so changed the times, 
Caerleon's ancient town in Parli 

His arduous task see * Newt 
By losing temper without findin 

'Hairibti.' Tbe place where Mc 
'jnctified,' or in other -wocdt hang'd, t 
Will Howud, «j)d otker faich-bandad 

'Su Newtattlt ce 



'To the ttalemeni of tbe noble Eorl 
gl*« my roost emidiatic, but 1 hope 
itated that from the very commenceiTi 

Tefen'd to the speeds of k right hcmoura 
thu an attempt bad been made to fen 
meal were to be prevealed fhMn brln^ 
my oppoaie of that itateoent ii ttua 
Tbb ipMcb was delivered on the 
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AVhile Gladstone harping on Ae same dry score, 
Writes ' Philomel's complaints to Philtimoie.' 
• We anf not £u:ticius 1 no ! — forbid it, Heaven ! 
W^e have no dealings with such worldl}' leaven I 
Difference in oui opinions none can qucde ; 
We only differ when we come to vote ! ' 

So far, so well ! — bnt teU me now about 
Unlucky ' Gyas,' and ' Cloanthus ' stout I 
'Worthies whom Virgil laudeth but to lose, 
Who dine with Humphrey, and with Hobson choose. 
Where are the ' Greys,' who long provok'd a smile ? 
And Labouchere, and excellent ' Carlisle ? ' 
Some done, some down, some diddled, — all displeased, 
At once of office and of salaries eased. 
Where's Scriv'no' 'Wilde,' and 'Jock' our cannie Scot, 
. Who writes so pleasantly of what he's not ? 

But, worthy Thane, why strive with fhiidess toil 
To mix Whig vinegar with Peelite oil ? 
Shall coalition thrive, or firm jog on 
With Calvin, Pusey, Wiseman, and Lord John? 

the same nunith appeai'd a lettei fcom Ml. Gladstone to Doctor PhUlimore 
huping on the same string. 
• My dear PhHlimore, — 

It causes me no snipiise 10 learn that (be nawMiantable natemmt 
of Lm^ Dai>7, to the effect that his ddeat on Thnndaj lait ms the result of 
a concert or combination betwem the friendi of Sir Robert Peel and other 
iraUtkal parties, shonld have cans'd much soreness amang those who tufqwrted 
me at ttte late contested election at OxfcatL I hare not the least hesitation in . 
•Ulii>cloroutbatitisaSction.'&c &c 

' WimtUUmat.' Chancellor. Both Wilde and Cu^ifaeU were after- 
waidt elemted to ^M Wodndc 
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Thyself and Gladstone in one loving Co., 

With Russell, Temple, Molesworth and Ke<%h 7 

Say, could not Bedford"* Duke by Wobum's stream, 

Whse late ye met, strike out some saner scheme ? 

A hjy>pier &mily than this devise, 

With larger drafts upon the Whig supplies ? 

But whsd avails an armoury of acorn ? 
The Coalition's form'd, the mouse is bom I 
And here tl comes, poor thing, with train increas'd 
By the whole ' ninefold ' erf' the ' blatant beast' 

And first, behold a corporate shape trifoim, 
The most notorious of th'Ephemeral swarm ! 
Junius in style, in courage, and disguise. 
With more than his indifference to lies. 
In public-bouse, and 'Privy Council ' move 
The busy ' Cyclops ' of this City Jove ; 
On every stage its mask'd associates tread ; 
Through every Club its tale-bearers are spread. 
Call it to council I pander to its pride I 
Earliest intelligence in reams provide ! 
Then banish doubt, anxiety, and shame. 
Until thy &m be near, 'twill back thy game : 

' T%t NatoHt bent.' See Spenser'i ' Faerie Qneen,' Cutto 12, Bot^ 6. 
It had • tbonund tongnwt, but — 

' Mon ol them wcTB toofiiei of mortal men 
Wbich spake n^oachnJIy, not caiiiig where or when.' 
'C»tfffraieiiaft triform.' The Cotmdl oTthe 'Tiniet' iinudtocimwl 
of the chief proprietor, the conncil, and the Editor. 

' Frivy Cemtal moot! How right I was in my chargei, hai nnce been 
•mplf shown bjF the publication of the jotunolsof Chailcf CaTcndid) Fulke 
Greville in the rcM 1874, by Heni; Reeve, Registrar of the Privy CouuciL 
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Prove all the commoD-saise of En^and wrong. 
Sand-ropes cohocnt, coalidou strong, 
Peelites trustworthy, sly Tractaiians sound, 
Whigs self-denymg and ' Chailes Wood ' profound. 

Next comes the ' Chronicle,' diffuse, perplei^d, 
Touchily, and classical, and lightly vex'd. 
In whose laborious froth we recognise 
A shallow round of amateur suj^es ; 
Light-hearted lambkins iriio, with freshness int, 
Gambol in copy, and bound high in print ; 
Seniors who give good measure pressed down, 
And only in its flavour cheat the Town, 

Of three Ephemerals Falmerston can boast 
The 'Globe,' the 'Sun,' and last the 'Morning Post.' 
Take up with 'Newman' when sweet ' Jenkins' fails, 
Latest to wag of Tiverton's three tails I 
Tractarian slipslop for court circles vend. 
Kiss Puse/s toe, and call Pope Bennett friend ; 
But think not long thy trashy files to save. 
From ' Fonblanque's ' mercies, and an early grave. 
And thou, great zany, that with bell and book 
Would'st marry ' Phcebus ' to ' Eliza Cook ; ' 
De^ from task unhf^pily begun I 
' Phcebus ' has no connection with the ' Sun t ' 

Now for th' ■ Examiner ! * well pass him too, 
For all his dragon writhings in review ; 



' Tht Ckivttiilt.' The 'Moming Chronicle^' long nnce defunct. 
Editor WBi an trisbmvi whose nune I forget. 
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Of censotS mbes bis witfaer'd back ipell strip I 

And, as to Titna Oatei, applj d« whqx 

Plead not wcrwiom 1 but come, stand tbe tmnt, 

Wflrthjr tuooeMor to unprison'd Hunt! 

Wbo neret lott occaaon for a sneer, 

Nor ever lorcd a LcHd, not spared a Pen, 

Save him alone ii4>o fiercdy rules the roast, 

Where Severn wHDders under Betketey's coast 

Notorious finder of pretended jobs, 

In conscience Hopkins, and in credence Hobbes, 

Late at the bar of tardy Justice stand, 

And in the ' y^ow leaf,' hold up thine hand ! 

With anxious stoop, and bargain-driiiiig eye, 
The staid ' Spectator's ' patriarch hobbles by. 
Canniest of Scots, grown old in love of pelf. 
He, to save siller, writes each scrap himself. 
A very prudent, but scarce lively feat. 
Which future editors will not repeat 

And these are they, forsooth, vrfio simp'ring sit 
On office stools, and hold the Courts of Wit; 
Who bridle Pegasus, make Clio stare, 
And push Apollo from his awful chair. 
Then, shall I listen on while ' Lasdor ' ffings 
The rules of grammar at the heads of kings ? 
Or feir ' Eliza ' of the shears and paste, 
With namby-pamby drugs the public taste t 
Is the art critical indeed so light. 
That aH can censure though so few can write ? 
Shall Uste's fine standard in their hands be plac'd 
Who never knew the diKipline of taste, 
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Nor ever brought to recommend thar pait 
One genuine feeling of a noble heart "i 

Did punier muse than ' Jeffrey's ' eyer whine, 
Dress the dull stanza, spin the labour'd line? 
Or heavier bard than stout Macaulay pack 
Liv/s old lists on Pegasus's back ? 
And if thus miserably fail these two 
Tim&-honour'd critics what shall others do ? 
The monstrous brotberiiood of Dunciad ink, 
Hacks for a meal, and hirelings for 'a drink?' 
Still some will say, — Why crush the viper's breast 
Pill;^ the wolf, or storm the dragon's nest ? 
To these I answer — ^There will still be times 
When indignation finds or fashions rhymes ; 
In these for satirists a lyre is strung ; 
And Gifford's soul rebell'd, before his tongue 
Wither'd the flower of Delia Crusca's strains, 
And dried the source impure of Pasquin's gains. 

But after all, what spell do these possess ? 
What means this boasted empire of the Press ? 
Shall it write ' Wordsworth ' up, or ' Byron ' down ? 
Reform, control, or long mislead the Town ? 
Shall daily pu& from swift oblivion save 
Alfred's late dirge o'er British Arthur's grave ? 



'Liv^s eld lists: 

' Aunus from green Tifemum, 
Lord of the HiU of vines ; 
And Seius, whose eight hundred slaves 
Sicken in Ih-a's mines;' &c. &c. 

l^y of Lars Petuna. . 
VOL. II. Q 
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Or starch'd review and meddling magazine 
Heighten one charm of dear ' Evangdine ? ' 
No 1 in the mind, bejrond their reach, is placed 
A surer guide, instinctive natural taste ; 
This sets the masses ever ri^t at last, 
When Time finds leisure to revise the past 
Then how shall folks who cannot make or mu 
One litde poet tether Eng^d's car ? 
And for ' his ' sure success their words engage, 
Who drives at ' ^xty-nine ' the public stage. 
And starts full gallop, while old women scream. 
With all our fortunes, and a bolting team 7 

No I spite of ' Forsters,' ' Rintouls,' and ' Delanes,' 
The kiss of concord, and the flux of brains. 
The nice adjustment of the slow and fast, — 
This ' Cabinet of Whims ' shall hardly last ! 
For as, in ' hapi^ families,' your owl 
When darkness reigns is sdll the noisiest fowl, 
So when the night of polidcs sets in. 
His ancient chaunt shall Palmerston begin ; 



' TIkeir words eitgagi.' ThePms was pretty generallj united in wishing 
ncceif to Lotd Abeideeii't hybrid venture, tod promising it a great 
career. LikeAhab'spropbets, theywcrelondinlheirexhortadomtQhim, to 
' go op lo Ramoth-GJIead and pr.~ Epcr. ' 

• nil CoHiui ef Whims' Some of the occupations of the officers of 
Queen Whim'* Couil were fitndfal enough. 

' I then nw a number d the Qneen'a oSuxei who made blackunomt wUte 
•1 (ut u hopi. just nibbing their stomachs with the bottom of a pannier.' 

' Olhen ihear'd asses, and got long fleece wool ' 

'Othen out of nothing made great things, and made gnat things rctim to 
nothing.' — Rahtlaii, 5th Book, ai chapter. 
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' Tu-whit, tu-who,' shall scare the Puseyite dove, 
And beak-and-talon vork succeed to lore ; 
The rat shall squeak, the chattering m^pie call, 
Oimalkin mew, and doubts conlbuod them alL 

Let ' Aberdeen ' declare with dismal ease 
His Cabinet a nest oi^ — what you please ; — 
Lib'ral ConservatiYe, or Tory Whig, 
' Red ' without risk, Mahometan with ptg I 
And ask — ' D'ye think ' Lord John ' and I don't see, 
I ' Peel ' in him, he ' Pitt ' ot ' Fox ' in me ? ' 
Let him pronounce among ' his tittering peets,' — 
* All forei^ policies the same for years I' 
And beg a lengthen'd blessing on the work 
Which fuses Pusey, Peter, and the Kirk. 
Let him commend to tastes not strictly Scotch 
That monstrous 'Coalition,' a hotch-potch, 
Where lean Whig cutlets meet in one tuieen 
With peas from Oxford, kail &om Aberdeen, 
And other garnish which the Muse knows not, — 
Secret but strong ingredients of the pot. 

' All foreign ^icia iht samt far yiart' Theie maj have been diSei- 
encea of eiecndon, but the fouodaitioD of the foreign polic]' of this countrj' 
has, I repeat, been for the last thirtj jeais the same. 

' I declare to the noble Earl that in my ci[dnion, no Gorertunent in (hli 
country ii now possible bat a ConMrralrre G(»«nliiiait ; and to ihal I add 
another declaration irtilch I take lo be litdubiublji Unie, that no Govcnuneot in 
(his counor; is now possible but a Liberal Government. I never should have 
thought of approaching my noble friend tlie Member for the City of London 
(Lord John Russell) unless I had thought that he was a ConsoTrative i and I am 
sure be would Derer have thought of associiating himself wiUi me unless be 
thought I was a Libeial These term* may be conrenienl to keep up for the 
sake of party elections, but the country is ^ck of ' thitt disliiutuMu toAick 
Jkavi na rial nuaaing," — Lard Aiirdun'i Sfiiih, Home ef Lards, Dec. xj. 



^^^o^\'^... 



a TJiS DELUGE. 

Replete viflt British sentiment and wines, 

Let Halifax iqq>laad, lAile ' Charles Wood ' dines ; 

But oh t — don't yet ctnnpel us to admit, 

' Fox' in bis heart id^itical with ' Pitt ;' 

That all distinctions are an idle name ; 

And nouj^t exists — but the ' odd hits' and sham& 

Woe worth the day I when, {sacrifice too dear,) 
' Peel ' weigh'd the bu(^ of many a warning year t 
Those mute exponents of forgotten sands, 
And sunken rocks, laid down by practis'd hands. 
Here in the Channel too he quench'd the light, 
And left us struggling with Cimmerian night ; 
Extinct through him. Consistency no more 
Flings her bright radiance from the British shore ; 
But curs'd Expediency's uncertain beam, 
Deludes the mariner with treacherous gleam. 
Yet every-where he stands in pompous grace 
At the street comer, in the market-place; 
Bronze, granite, marble with each other vie 
To give his attitude, and ape his eye, 
Who sacrificed his friends for short repose ; — 
And stew his party to disarm Ms foes. 

And now the rags of his old gaberdine 
Come by descent to good-man Aberdeen : 
An ' Optimiste,' who very fondly hopes 
From Coalition sands to fiimish ropes. 
Safe shall he wander through the Deluge dark. 
With all the beasts at riot in his ark ? 
How shall the self-denying lion pass 
A friendly morning with the pert young ass ? 
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Or old wife's canniest contrivance pen 
Reforming Reynard, vrith an Oxford hen ? 
No t stubborn Nature's universal law 
Forbids the wolf eat hay, the tiger straw ; 
And though a miracle once kept them quiet, 
Restrain'd their tempers, and reform'd their diet, 
We dare not hope for similar good news 
Of Aberdeen's experimental cruise. 

But thou, my Country doubly wam'd, beware 
Of Agag's soft address and jaunty air 1 
Distrust the knee with pliant sinews strung ; 
And the light silver of a statesman's tongue ! 
Let common things their ancient names resume ; 
And rescue truth from Caledonian gloom 1 
Then ' faction ' once again before our eyes. 
Shall start up — 'faction,' not ' self-sacrifice !' 
And ' Mr. Plausible ' shall not pretend 
With ' qualified support ' to serve a friend ; 
Nor tax our time and patience to suppose 
That Whig and Tory can be aught but foes. 
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'Yell 'ds a comfort, when we see mdi nice good 
Ooillanen ai Jc^ Br^bt, and Stu^e, and Cobdcn, 
LMfiag tbdr own jobs, and like >(dly tinkcn 
Ckntiiig tbe CaaDaj.' 

Anti-Cam Law Ljria, Ha. ■ 



' Tdl me die meamng, oh Miue I of ' Fed ' npBetdng his 



THE CONFUSION IN AGRAMANT'S CAMP. 

'T'hen came trooping together the brown-booted sons of the Faimere; 
lATger and broader were they than lank-bellied spinners of cotton 
Sodden in vap'rous mills, and husky with 'dust of the Devil' 
News had startled the camp that ' Feel ' had gone over to ' Cobden.' 

First and foremost appear'd ' George Bentinck,' tamer of horses 1 
Ah for the Fate that has ravish'd bis shining lig^t from among us 1 
Next him stood airay'd the marvellous Author of Tancred. 
Mighty was his bow, — and sharp as a sword were his arrows ! 
Him in by-fione days had ' Robert the Wily' rejected 
M^en he mi^t have been won, — and never made man such a bod hit 



'Duit oftkt DtviL' For an account of 'Devil'* dust'— ShodiJy—' Mango' 
and other mannlactorii^ tricks, see Mr. Buslidd Fenaiid'i q>eeche«. 
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Few beside these two had ' gift of the gab ' at their biddii^ ; 
Though the rest were staunch, and much accustom'd to grumble ; 
But the Devil a bit could one of them utter in public : 
PiM their speakers had fled, and gone with a wanion to 'Cobden.' 
' Mack * at Ukn was a joke to this unaccountable treason ; 
So was ' Julian ' of Spain, and later General ' Georgey.' 
Weary time it was with the brown-booted sons of the fanners ; 
Yet they stood up stiff, like dyke in the marshes of Holland, 
Though false rat has min'd its base, inundating the com-fields. 
Strong was the beef that was in them, — and 'Never say die' was their 
motto I 

O'er against them stood, in confidence hard to be beaten, 
Fresh from ' League bohea ' the truculent visage of Cobden. 
* Joseph Hume ' came too, and Colonel ' Peyronnet Thompson ! ' 
Worthier they of a tub than ' ci-devant ' ' Orator Henley ! ' 
Facts they coin'd off hand, and drew for ' their figures ' on fancy. 
All their stock in trade were ruinous dear at a florin 
Coin'd by ' Master Shiel ' without God's grace i' the mintmg. 
After them came trooping wags of innumerous crotchets, 
'Bright,' belligerent Quaker, and moonshine morosoph 'Wilson.' 
' Villiers ' too that got i' the scuffle monkey's allowance. 
Though he carried the bags o' Free-Trade longer than any. 



' WilheiU (hd^t grace: Richard Lalot Shiel, was at length gratified with tb* 
lewMd of patriotism in the shape of the Mastership of the Mint. He ugnaliz'd 
himself bf striking the new ccun, a florin, without the words 'Dei gratiS.' It waa 
a dngular omissioi] much commented on at the time. 

' Moctuhitit merosapk Wilson.' Editor of [he 'Economist' Newspaper and a 
great authority with the Whifp and Free-Traders. 

' Villiers: The Right Hon"^ Charles Villiers, who advocated the abolition of 
the coin-lawi long before ' Cobden ' and ' Bright ' were heard oL 
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Up the slipp'iy path that leads to honour and ' consols.' 

These all throng'd to the call of Robert the Wily ' of Tamwwth : 

Foemen three months since, but now the pride of his aimy. 

Rouod himself there gather'd his rayimidons, hardily gulpii^ 
Whatsoe'er it pleas'd his Royal Highness 'Achilles.' 
'Cardwell,' and 'Gladstone' the soft, and 'Ckaham'srfver of red-wax. 
These were ready enough, and bent to do penance in white sheets. 
When and where it pleas'd the gn^t Dictator o' Tamworth. 
Single example he, of Minister brought up all standing. 
Under a cloud of canvas, making a tair-weather passage. 
Soon he took to his prayers, and wantonly started the cargo : 
Over it gui^led the sui^ below it Polypi tum'd out 
Who shall fetch it thence, as ' Schiller'a Diver ' the goblet ? 
All these mighty men, and well-train'd power of bluster, 
Came arra/d against the fiiends they lat^y. deserted 
Treason led the way, confusion foUow'd amorphous. 
Each man doubted each, whatever his previous speeches. 
Hansard was no guide to Parliamentary changes. 
Nathless, stiffly stood the brown-booted sons of the Farmers ; 
Sorely plied indeed by Free Trade arrows in volleys, 
Charg'd, at every tumj by spinning Knights of the ' Jenny,' 
Stunn'd by Coin-Law League, and ' Times ' more busy than any ; 
Yet resolv'd to fight as long as the spirit was in them. 
How they fared the Muse shall tell on another occasion. 



' Consols' Cobden's testimonial. Seveutf thousand pounds were subscribBd 
by his admiiers and presented to 'Cobden;' while 'Chaiies Villiets' (the p«ck- 
boise of Free-Trade) was pass'd over by his (Heads in their hour of triumph. 

' Sahxr ef nd-wax.^ Sir James Graham — Master of the Pest Office — wassaid 
to have caos'd letters to be open'd, and re-sealed. 
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THE MEASURE. 
Then stood up, with pomp, die great ' Dictator 0' Tamworth.' 
Many words lie spake, but stripp'd of glossy palaver, 
In plain Saxon English, diis was the sum of his speaking I 

' If I might suggest to that respectable party, 
By whose votes I hold, to me ' a burdensome office,' 
That which scrv'd the sire will not go down with the children. 
Commerce must be coax'd, and England won't pay a bread-tax ! 
My poor ' sliding scale ' is worse than a pot with a hole in't 1 
' Cobden's ' told me so I — and he's the man for the ' masses.' 
Once ' transition * pass'd and Free-Trade well in its saddle, 
All things must be cheap, with wages higher than ever. 
As for ' Adam Smith ' he never meant what he publish'd. 
Com is falsely thought to be the standard of wages; 
Antiquated stuflT that savours strong of the ninny. 
After grave research, and many an anxious instant, 
I conclude forthwith to fiiUy abolish Protection ! 
Thus will good-nian ' Styles ' receive the kick that he wanted 
Like an uphill game, there's nothing makes a man prosper. 
See the rustic clod 1 true son of a loi^ line of farmers, 
Bom upon the farm for centuries till'd without system, 
With the farm descends to him the back of a dray-horse. 
Very brown top-boots, and ancient habit o' grumbling ; 
But a mind obtuse as worn-out tooth of a ploughshare. 
All in v^ for him does ' Buckland ' proSer his ' mexons,' — 
All in vain for hhn does ' Lord Brougham ' patter his Georgics, — 
All in vain for him the light of his century blazes. 
Chemistry's receipts, compress'd deodoriz'd sewage, 
Guano, (Liverpool made,) sulphuric acid in bottles, — 
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These he treats with Bcom, and hates both tbem and their authors. 

Head-strong down as he is, our Free-trade measures shall mend him ; 

Well submit him straight to test of competition. 

Then perforce he'll turn to seek industrial helps, and 

Spend loose cash in bones and deep {^cultural draining, 

Grub up hedge and tree, and lay the face of the Country 

Bare as village chin new shav'd on Saturday's evening. 

Then his land will yield the double of what he pays rent for ; 

Thanks to learned men, and Free-trade impetus alsa 

I'D advance the cash at five per cent to the landlords. 

Guano can be made for little oi nothing by Penguins. 

I'll deliver it here for little or nothing but asking. 

Landlords shall not feel the slightest pinch at their rent days. 

' Cobden's ' told me so, and he's the man for the people. 

Trade shall start anew, and England, glorious England, 

Pleas'd, at last shall see her rivals tack'd to her apron. 

This shall be the fruit of my Satumian measure ! ' 

Thus with unction spoke the great Dictator of Tamworth. 

Primly bobb'd his coat, for under its tails was his left hand. 

Soapy was his ^ech, — but all the soap couldn't help him, 

Boil'd by little Ben Hawes before he lather'd the Nation. 

At this hear^ meat on previous pledges and speeches. 
Loud applause was heard,— ^ut deep suspirial anguish 
Stirr'd, with mighty throes, the roomy breasts <rf the Farmers. 



Id ipite of Sir Robert's flomiihes abonl cheq> Goaiko, that which is of «aj use. 
Til. that which is not nunu&ctar'd at Liverpool, is sdlhig at lo/. la-. per ton. 

It is notorious that what is call'd high imsosig seldom pays j yet it is to this, 
that the liverpool and Manchester Schools would send the whole Agriculttual 
Interest, by ws; of a set-off to wheat under forty shillings per quarter. 

Benjanvin Hawes was by Imde a aoap-bdlet, and by accadait a Mioittet. 



D,o,t,7cdb/ Google 



FREE-TRADE HEXAMETERS. ajj 

* Cobden ' follow'd next, — incwnate speaker of cUqt-ttap 1 

* Times aie gone and pass'd for drones to plunder the bee-Iuve I 
Feudal days ate o'er, monopoly, class-l^jislation, — 

Their deatb^nell is rung by potent ^irit of iHogress ! 
Woricing men demand tiie biggest loaf for their money. 
What has England gain'd lay all this silly Protection ? 
Many years of blood, and debt in hundreds of millions. 
Open all your ports, and TU go bail for the ' masses I ' 
Me they know and love ! and not without reason I say it. 
Stifle their demands, and look to yourselves and yomr children ! 
Grant their righteous prayer I and gladden industrial England. 
Neither shall ye lose, oh I brown-booted sons of the Farmers I 
For the Chemist's hand shall double every produce ; 
And a steady price remunerate every former.' 

All the World adroir'd, and ' Cardwell,' 'Graham,' and 'Gladstone' 
Tum'd in divers ways the Free-Trade pan o' the fire. 
' Hume ' and ' Villiers ' too, and Colonel ' Peyronnet Thompson,' 
' Bright,' belligerent Quaker, and moonshine morosoph ' Wilson,' 
Came with ' blue books ' down, and cogent letters of Consuls, 
Shoving how, forsooth, at moat three million of quarters 
Could be sent us from Atlantic, Baltic, and Black Seas. 
Every worthy man who found his interest in it. 
Shouted, — ' hear I ' ' bravo 1 ' the case is plain as a pike-staff. 
Chorussing this song, the ' Times,' creation o' ' Walter,' 
Tuned its cuckoo notes, and back'd up every statement ; 
Flinging diit the while on all that dar'd to oppose it. 

Though he might not stop the reckless gallop of Free-Trade, 
' Disiadi ' rose and scornfully rated the coachman. 
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' This is th^i tliy fate, supreme Dictator o' T amwoith t 
This, the pitiful end of all our fiudi that was in thee I 
Hast thou found the Whigs a-bathing, and stolen their small-dothes? 
Hast thou like the Tork, despateh'd to tight agvnst Egypt, 
Moor'd the Sultan's fleet in port of ' Mahomet Ali ? ' 
No conditions inade, — no change of easy gradation ! 
England soon shall feel the wild results of thy folly 1 
Call'st thou this, indeed, the finish'd craft of a Statesman P ' 

But why preach to stones ? or seek to stahlish a blush on 
Brazen statue's cheek, oi think to alter ' the Commons ' 
When their mind's made up to stand or fall with a. party ? 
Nothing might avail the luckless ' Sons of the Farmers.' 
Numbers hemm'd them in, and ten times fiercer than any 
Each Deserter came against the camp of his 'old friends.' 

Thus, in evil hour, has ' Peel ' abolish'd Protection, 

Soon the Country found the real value of Blue-Books, 
Estimates of com, and cogent letters of consuls ; 
On whose figures tum'd this reckless measure of Free-Trade, 
For ' three millions ' came at once twelve millions o' quarters ; 
Wages fell, and wheat became a drug i' the market ; 
Consternation spread, — and each man said to his neighbour ; 
'Why didst thou, oh friend, believe such trumpery stories?' 



THE REACTION. 

SCAtcCE had Cobden's till enclos'd his ' seventy thousands,' 
Scarce had he tetom'd from holding his foreign ovation, 
When ' reaction ' spread from ' John o' Groat ' to the ' Lizzard.' 
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Wheat fell all at once, and pretty soon niin'd icapOTters ; 
Beef came toppling down a full third, follow'd by mutton ; 
And a glorious mange was brought for cattle to England 
When 'twas naturalis'd, they put a strict Quarantine on't. 

Then in wrath arose the brown-booted sons of the Farmers ; 
Every journal brought from all sides tidings o' meetings ; 
All the ' Cotton Lords ' in Yorkshire lower'd their wages. 
Farmo^ ask'd ' Whig Lords ' for large reduction in rent^^and 
Got for answer — Work ! work more, ye brown-booted idlers ! 

' Cobden ' smelt the storm, and straight put up his umbrella- 
Down he went forthwith, in terrible hurry, to Yorkshire, 
Full of rage well nursed, and there he roar'd like a bull-frog 
Answering his mate in fever-marshes of Amo. 

' What is this I hear ? what mean these jolterhead Farmers ? 
'Tis a Landlord's cry, the silly clod-poles are raising I 
When I pass'd this bill I let down Landowners easy ; 
Then I spar'd their toes ; but now I'm detennin'd to pinch 'em.' 
Thus in furious wise discours'd ' Trade's regenerator.' 
Still reaction spread from ' John o' Groat ' to the ' Land's End. ' 
Theories will fall, when contradicted in practice. 

Parliament is met, and scarce a mention is made of 
'Ceres,' ill m'd dame, i' th' opening speech of the Session. 
Not one kindly word to soothe the general anguish; 
Not one healing dash of gammon's ' flattering ointment 
Still the chorus swell'd — ' Work more, ye brown-booted idlers ! 
Backs as broad as yours will lake a power of breaking.' 

Then stood up to speak the moonshine morosoph ' Wilson,' 
Prim'd with com-retums got up i' the Baltic to order. 
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And he ihow'd, forsooth, that wheat, to sell at a profit, 
Must fietch sixty-six immaculate shillings a quarter. 
But in spite of him, 'ds passing heavy at forty ; 
Hatkets looking down, and ' floating cargoes ' increasing. 

* Cobden's ' lower'd tone i' the House was rather amusing. 
In it he's a mouse, but in the West Riding a buU-frog. 
' Janus ' scarce had two more different heads on his shoulders. 
Then in scorn arose an honest teller of plain truths. 
Saying — ' Worthy friends, attend while I paint you a picture. 

' Many years of toil have chill'd the blood of the fermer, 
Thinn'd his clust'ring locks, and tam'd his resolute bearing. 
By the fire he sits in very comfortless arm-chair. 
Rheumatism racks his aching bones, and a scanty 
Purse supports his age, laid up in his summer for winter. 
Though 'twas shrewdly got, and cannily tum'd to advantage, 
Fifty years have sav'd for him a 'couple of thousands.' 
Him you tax and load, and deal with his bus'ness as if 'twere 
Califcmia's gold, or Railway venture of Hudson's. 
But the ' Cotton Lord,' insatiate turner of half-pence, 
Him you pet and serve, as never did ' flunkey ' his master. 
What that master is, in honest anger 111 tell ye. 

' At his heartless nod of grinding cool calculation, 
Wages &11, and gangs in hundreds cumber the parish. 
Rotting winter-long in hungry sight of the palace 
Over-daub'd with gold theii summer labour has eam'd him. 
Thus, in prime of years, he leaves off work with a ' mlllioa' 
Then he turns M.P., becomes a Liverpool Leaguer, 
Screams for fresh Reforms, and woos a coronet also ; 
Grinds his parish poor, and sends off money to poachers ; 
Talks as if his life had been one desperate effort 
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To protect the weak, and lift poor men from tbe gutter. 
Thus he cheaply gains a Patriot's reputation, 
And as cheaply gains the gaping crowd's adnlation. 
Those who know him best know far too much to believe it. 
Yet 'tis men hke these whose principles govern the country. 

*In their hands Free-Trade is squeez'd out just as they want it. 

Pree-Trade must prevail without distinction in all things ! 

To this end revise one-sided national burdens, 

Readjusting first the ' Debt's ' unjust operation. 

Tax the power of steam from spinning Jenny to coalpit ! 

Tax the stock in trade that now, by grace of a quibble, 

Never pays its share of fifty millions of taxes. 

Thus youll raise a purse sufficiently large to enable 

Whigs to drop ' th' Excise and Customs ' out of the Budget 

Then Free-Trade will soar like Mcon free'd of her jesses, 

Far beyond the ken of mortal, — stidght i' the Sun's eye. 

' Cobden's ' idle dreams will come more true than he thought for ; 

And no ' former clod ' will nuse the cry of ' Protection.' ' 

Heai 1 Hear ! Hear 1 exclaim'd the brown-booted sons o the 
Farmers, 

As the speaker ceas'd ; — but at this view of the question 

All the monied men of course look'd daggers and poison. 

Let them wince, and kick, and plunge, — but sure as he said it. 

There will come a time when what he said shall become law ! 

' DAtt unjust optratiett^ Fointerlj, the quarter of nheat pretty n^vriy repre- 
sented the interest of □□« hundred pounds of the National Debt. When the 
interest stood at the rate of five in the hundred, corn was up at eighty, niaybe a 
hundred shillings per quaiter, and occasionally fai beyonil that- Later on, the 
price of wheat had fallen to sixty shillings, and the interest of a hundred pounds 
' consols ' to siity shillings also ; but Sir Robert Peel's measure has forced down 
the com-BTera£es to forty shillings, and less ; we aie then, at this time, en> 
ir nearly two quarters for the use of the 

END OF VOL. II. 
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